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LOUIS MATHIEU; 

OB, 

THE aUEENSBY LAD. 

CHAPTER I. 

DO not suppose 
many of my young 
readers have sailed across the 
channel to the beautiful Island 
of Guernsey, that land of flowers 
^and cakes, with its antique 
^churches and picturesque old 
houses; but if ever you should, 
you will not forget to wander through its 
romantic lanes, whose rich foliage shelters 
the wearied pedestrian from the noontide 
rays of the scorching sun ; neither must 
you omit to fill your caps with the lovely 
pale primroses which grow in such clus- 
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ters on the verdant banks that line either 
side of the broad, white roads which owe 
their creation to the late indefatigable 
Sir John Doyle, to whose memory the 
grateful islanders have erected a monu- 
ment. As boys love adventure, I know 
you would not hesitate to climb the 
summit of some rugged rock ; then how 
would you gaze with silent wonder on 
the grand panorama Nature has spread 
out before you, when, tired of scaling the 
craggy heights, you could seek a resting- 
place in the sweet solitude of its lonely 
bays, and there listen to the deep-toned 
music of the rolling waves, whose hollow 
murmuring waters wash the subterraneous 
caverns, or dash their foam-crested heads 
against some giant rock, as if greeting 
an old familiar friend, mingling their 
hoarse voices with the plaintive tinkling 
of the sheep-bell, and the bleating of the 
timid creatures as they crop the scanty 
herbage which covers these sterile rocks. 



OB, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 3 

Should you chance to travel along the 
pleasant winding road leading to St. 
Martin's Parish, you would espy on your 
left a narrow, shady lane, down which 
runs a merry, gurgling stream ; follow its 
course till you reach a pretty, white gate, 
which will lead you into a small meadow, 
one side of which rises to a considerable 
elevation, on which may be seen (or there 
was to be seen, some years ago,) an old- 
fashioned house, with gable ends and huge 
chimneys ; in the centre of its venerable 
porch was carved, in Boman characters, 
Mcxi. ; the narrow windows lay deeply em- 
bedded within its massive walls; from 
these funny little slits or air-holes were to 
be seen views of such varied beauty as even 
in that isle of charming prospects could 
nowhere be surpassed. In the front of 
the house was a pretty garden, adorned 
with choicest flowers ; and, beyond, the 
eye rested on a lovely scene of sunny 
slopes and shadowy glens, with gentle 
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cattle reposing under the friendly 
branches of the tall, majestic, evergreen 
oak; here and there were studded little 
knolls of trees, giving to the landscape 
the appearance of a diminutive park, on 
which the owner loved to bestow his 
care. From the southern windows you 
might feast your eyes with a view of 
wild and exciting grandeur. There lay, 
in gorgeous sunlight, the broad, green 
ocean, bearing on its troubled bosom 
the ships, with their snowy sails, looking 
like graceful swans, silently gliding over 
its unknown paths ; how the angry waves 
dash against the rock-bound shores of 
the tiny isles of Sark, Jeddo, and Harm, 
as if to expel them from their fastnesses, 
threatening to engulph all three within 
their greedy power. Much as you might 
love to behold these enchanting scenes, 
when the sun pours down his rays, and 
dazzles all with its splendour, still more 
would you love to watch the silvery moon 
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shedding its mellow light around, tinging 
every object with mystic beauty, impart- 
ing to the devout mind a reverence for 
Him " who holdeth the waters in the 
hollow of his hand." From the windows 
on the western side of the house might 
be seen blooming orchards and well-cul- 
tivated verges, in which the industrious 
Guernsey man is yoking his oxen to the 
uncouth-looking plough ; or, should it be 
harvest-time, then you will see him dili- 
gently gathering into his bam the bright 
brown sheaves, while troops of merry, 
healthful children, dressed like little men 
and women, carry home the tempting 
ripe fruit from the well-stocked orchard, 
rending the air with their shouts and 
laughter. From the natural advantages 
which the house derived from its elevated 
situation, it had been called from time 
immemorial, " La Trois Vues." In 
this pleasant home dwelt a good and 
worthy couple, called Pierre and Maud 



6 LOUIS MATHIEU ; 

Mathieu. They had but one child, their 
darling Pierre, who, when he attained 
the age of twenty-one, married a pious, 
gentle girl called Mary ; but the kind 
old people would not hear of their son 
finding another home for himself and 
wife ; neither did the dutiful youth 
wish to quit his aged parents, for he 
loved them dearly, and knew his little 
wife would cheer and comfort them dur- 
ing the many months he should be on 
the rough sea ; for Pierre was a sailor^ 
and enamoured with his dangerous avo- 
cation, too. How proud the honest 
fellow felt the first time he trod the 
deck of his captain's gallant ship, who 
christened his noble vessel the " Pretty 
Mary," in honour of his young favourite's 
new wife. How very swiftly the time 
passes when we are happy. Pierre and 
Mary could hardly believe they had been 
married two years when their dear little 
son was born. He was a lovely infant, 
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and his parents often pressed him to 
their hearts, and mentally presented him 
to the Lord, while his aged grandfather 
prayed that the dear little one might live 
to love and serve his Maker even from 
his cradle. Thus, beneath the smiles of 
his devoted parents, were spent the first 
years of his happy infancy. On the very 
day the little fellow attained his third 
year, his affectionate, brave-hearted fa- 
ther was obliged to leave his snug home, 
and sail away in his ship to the far-off 
land of China. It was a bitter parting, 
for poor Pierre had to leave behind him 
a wife and child now, as well as a father 
and mother; but the call of duty was 
never unheeded by this courageous sailor, 
who, after commending each one to the 
safe keeping of his heavenly Father's 
care, bade them a sorrowful adieu. 

Mrs. Mathieu did not spend her time 
in useless regrets at the loss of her hus- 
band, but set about her household duties 
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with a hearty goodwill; and when her 
work was all done up, she devoted half- 
an-hour each afternoon to instructing her 
little hoy. His kind father had pur- 
chased a box of movable letters, and his 
grandfather provided a suitable board on 
which to place them ; so Mary soon got 
her son through the formidable task of 
learning his alphabet. Then she would tell 
him some of those beautiful stories out 
of the Bible, about the lovely Samuql and 
good David, not forgetting poor Daniel, 
who was shut up with the lions ; and, last 
of all, about the holy child Jesus, whom 
she wished him to love and imitate. And 
then she told him the reason why they 
had him called Louis. 

"Why am I, why am I?" eagerly 
asked the child. 

"Because, my dear," replied his mo- 
ther, " you had, a great many years ago, 
a good great-grandfather, who was called 
by that name. This pious man loved the 
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Sayiour with all his heart. He would 
pray and read his Bible very much ; but 
the wicked Papists hated him, and were 
determined to kill him ; so one dark night 
when good Louis slept, a number of 
naughty men surrounded the house 
while three went inside. These cruel 
men then dragged him out of his bed, 
thrust him into a large sack, tied it 
tightly, and bore him to the sea, where 
they threw him in." 

Louis's eyes filled with tears at the 
recital of such wicked deeds; but the 
sight of his gay picture-book soon drove 
them away. He loved to look at them, 
and to hear stories, but cared not to 
learn his little column of two letters. 
Frequently, when placed in his high 
chair, with his large board before him, 
would he push away the table, saying, 
"Louis will get down. I don't want 
to spell any more to-day;" and away 
would he run to old Smuggler, the large 
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shaggy-coated dog, who lay with his nose 
resting on his great white paws, stretched 
at his ease before the turf-fire. Louis 
would throw his arms round the good- 
tempered creature's neck^ and hug and 
kiss him, shutting his eyes to make be- 
lieve he was asleep ; but, fortunately for 
him, his mother was a wise woman. 
She knew how sinful it would be, not 
only to allow him to have his own way, 
but also to permit him to grow up in 
ignorance ; for though it might be more 
pleasant for him to play all day in the 
son, and listen to the cheerful humming 
of the " busy bee," yet it was not right 
he should, seeing he was not created like 
the flowers and trees, to bloom awhile 
and then perish. No, my young reader ; 
she knew her son possessed a spirit 
which must live for ever, either in the 
blessed land of perfect happiness beyond 
the blue sky, or in that world of dark- 
ness beneath. Mrs. Mathieu felt grate- 
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ful to God for having intrusted so pre- 
cioi^s a gift into her keeping. She strove 
to realize the responsibility involved in 
the trusty and endeavoured to train her 
child in early life to obey the will of his 
parents, because it was their will. She 
would, therefore, fetch Louis back again, 
and replace him in his chair, taking no 
notice of his screams and kicks. In a 
short time he learned to bend to the 
yoke of authority. 

Of all days in the week, this little boy 
loved Saturday the best. " Why ? " I think 
I hear some rosy-cheeked Harry or Willie 
ask. " I will tell you, Master Curious, if 
you must know. It was market-day, and 
that is quite a holiday to the good coun- 
try folks in Guernsey, and Grandfather 
Mathieu, with his dame, rode to market on 
their sober old horse, called Gray Dobbin, 
who had carried the loving pair many a 
year on his back. The old lady looked 
the very picture of comfort and content- 
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ment, seated in the odd, antiquated pil- 
lion behind her husband, with her basket 
in her lap, well stocked with eggs and 
delicious butter, and sometimes a good 
plump fowl or two. During their ab- 
sence, Louis would talk and think about 
them all day ; and when the clock struck 
four, oflf he started, with Smuggler at his 
heels, who waggled his tail with delight. 
The garden-gate was soon reached, and 
if no sign of the wished-for ones hoved in 
sight, Louis would run to the top of the 
lane, to catch the first glimpse of Dob- 
bin s long white face turning round the 
corner. The kind-hearted old couple 
never returned home without a little 
horse, or a box of soldiers, or some such 
trifle ; neither was Louis long in bringing 
them from their snug hiding-place, at the 
bottom of his granny's large pocket. 
And oh ! what a mighty hero he felt 
himself, when his grandfather lifted him 
on Dobbin's back, and led him right 
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round into the stable ! Another of his 
happy days was washing week, when the 
light-hearted, good-tempered Molly Man- 
ger came and carried the clothes to the 
stream at the end of their small meadow. 
Louis would bear off her basket in tri- 
umph, and remain with her the greater 
part of the day, listening to her merry 
songs and droll tales. But he did not 
spend the whole of his time in play ; he 
would help his mother spread the linen 
on the grass, and get the smoothest 
stones to place on them, lest the wind 
should blow them away ; then sometimes 
Molly would leave her soap too near the 
edge of the bank, down it would tumble, 
splash into the brook ; then how would 
she cry, " Courez ! courez, Louis ! " Now 
was his time to fish away after it ; but so 
impertinent was the gay little stream, 
that often it carried it beyond his reach ; 
then, again, he had to assist his mother 
in folding the dry articles, and help 

c 
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her carry them home. Louis never 
seemed tired of lending all the aid his 
little hands conld render. In the fine 
summer eyenings his mother would lead 
him to " petit beau bai ;" they would sit 
on a roek, watching the curling waves 
wash the smooth pebbles, till they shone 
like diamonds in the slanting sunbeams. 
When Louis was tired of throwing stones 
into the sea, his mother would point to 
the distant, fleecy-looking coast of France, 
telling him many tales of the brave Buo- 
naparte ; then she would bid him look far, 
far off, and tell him beyond the silvery 
clouds and dazzling waters was her native 
England, a good island, much larger than 
his own native one. 

" But it 's not half so pretty, and you 
shall never, never go there," exclaimed 
Louis, throwing his arms round her neck, 
to detain her. 

I suppose the little fellow feared she 
might take wing, and skim across like 
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the sea-gull, and he should see her no 
more. It was on one bright summer 
morning, as Louis was weeding the 
flower-borders — for their pretty garden 
was kept in the trimmest order, and 
Louis, being six years of age, could help 
to keep it tidy — he happened to look up 
from his work, for his little neck ached 
sadly, when he chanced to see an un- 
usually large butterfly sipping its break- 
fast from a lily-cup, (for their garden 
could boast of possessing one bed of the 
real Guernsey lily,) he instantly caught 
off his cap, and dashed it on the flower ; 
but when he came to look for his pri- 
soner, lo ! the merry butterfly was laugh- 
ing at him over the hedge. " Ah ! but I 
will have you yet, with your gaudy wings, 
that I will," said Louis, throwing down 
his knife. Away he bounded through 
the garden-gate into the meadow, and up 
the lane ; but his race after the fickle 
insect was in vain, for it flew high into 
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the branches of a sycamore-tree, far be- 
yond his reach. 

As Louis stood eagerly watching the 
gay thing, he did not observe the near 
approach of a tall, dark man, with bushy 
black whiskers, and blacker eyes ; the 
stranger stopped, and placing his large 
hand on his head, asked, "And, pray, 
who *s little man are you ? " Louis's 
cheeks flushed with fear as he stared up 
at the man's head, for he thought he had 
never seen so tall a one before. Louis 
looked back, too, but his home was far 
out of sight. His heart began to beat 
quickly, for one of Molly Mauger's silly 
old tales about children being carried 
away from their parents by grim giants 
recurred to his mind. 

" I think you might as well come back 
with me, for perhaps your mother wants 
you," said the stranger, kissing him ten- 
derly, and raising him in his arms, in- 
quired if he should like to have a ride on 
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his back. " Oh, yes, if you please," said 
Louis, whose fears were all dispelled by 
the kind tone in which the big man spoke 
to him. When Louis was mounted across 
the sailor's shoulders, he felt he had 
never been so high in the world before, 
and clutched tightly hold of his thick 
curls, to keep himself from falling, while 
his kind bearer held his feet with one of 
his rough, brown hands ; for, in the other, 
he carried a bundle tied up in a blue 
pocket-handkerchief. All this time 
Smuggler was giving short barks, run- 
ning, leaping, and doing all sorts of 
strange antics ; but the dark man strode 
on, taking such prodigious steps with his 
long legs, as soon brought them to the 
garden-gate. As he entered the door, he 
bowed his head, knowing full well that 
he and his little burden would get a good 
bump from the low ceiling, if he did not. 
Mrs. Mathieu, having finished sweeping 
her bed-rooms, had just reached the last 

c 2 
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step of the stairs, when her eye fell on 
the stranger. Poor Mary uttered a scream 
of surprise, and fell fainting on a chair. 

Dame Mathieu, hearing the noise, ran 
down faster than she 'd ever done be- 
fore. She gave one look at the manly 
figure before her, then, throwing her 
arms around him, she cried, " Ah, it 's 
my own son, my long-lost Pierre!" and 
when the dear old grandfather, who was 
coming in from tethering down the cow, 
saw his own good son once more safe in 
his happy home, he wept for very joy. 
When they had embraced each other, 
and quiet was again restored in the old 
kitchen, Grandfather Mathieu took his 
grandson on his knee, and pointing to 
the dark man opposite, said, " Do n't you 
remember your own father, Louis, who 
went to sea in the great ship called the 
Pretty Mary more than three years ago." 

"No, grandfather; because you know 
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I was such a little toddle then/' replied 
Louis. 

. " Well," continued his grandfather, 
" about a year after your father sailed, 
we heard he was drowned; and then, 
again, a few months after that, we heard 
the crew had been saved ; so we Ve been 
tossed about between hope and fear al- 
most as much as he; but hearing no 
tidings of him for the last eight months, 
because the vessel by which he sent 
his letters was wrecked, we sometimes 
thought the Lord had taken your father 
home to himself; but God has been very 
gracious to us, and brought him back 
again safe and sound." 

" Oh, I am so glad He has taken such 
care of father all the long time he 's 
been away ; how good it was of Him !" 
said Louis, running and kissing his 
lather. 

" Ah I " replied the warm - hearted 
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sailor, brushing away something very 
like a tear with the hack of his weather- 
beaten hand, " one sight of my Mary, 
and this boy, and your dear old faces, 
makes me forget all the hardships and 
dangers I Ve gone through, though some 
of them have been enough to make the 
stoutest heart among the crew quake." 

When the weary wanderer had retired 
to his room, to rest his aching limbs for 
a few hours, because he had been hard at 
work all the night before. Dame Mathieu 
made a large gooseberry pudding, and 
the grandfather cut the very best cab- 
bage in his garden, while Louis could do 
little else than admire the large anchor- 
buttons on his father's jacket, and the 
bright gilt band round his cap. I wish 
you could have seen the smiling, grate- 
ful faces which sat around that humble 
dinner-table ; it would be diflScult to say 
which face looked the happiest. In the after- 
noon, they all took tea in the pretty arbour. 
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under the venerable old yew-tree, where, 
on Sabbath evenings, the good grand- 
father loved to sit and sing his hymns. 

Early the next morning the old gen- 
tleman went into the stable, after patting 
Dobbin, and telling him all about his 
son's return. He harnessed him into an 
old cart, whose wheels looked rather 
shaky, but still it was strong enough to 
carry his son's luggage. He made so 
much noise in bringing the vehicle into 
the yard that it awoke Louis, who imme- 
diately jumpfed out of bed ; popping his 
round head out of the window, he cried, 
" Stop a minute, grandfather ; I will 
come and help you fetch father's things 
home." Louis soon found himself seated 
in the crazy cart, with the long whip in 
his hand, jogging all along the pleasant 
road and through the narrow streets of 
St. Peter-le-Port, which Louis fancied 
must be the biggest town in the world, 
till his grandfather told him there was a 
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larger place called London^ though he 
had never seen it, and was n*t a-going to 
believe all folks chose to say about its 
enormous size. 

Louis was left at a shop in the Arcade 
while his grandfather went to the pier to 
fetch his son's long-hoarded treasures. 
When he returned, Louis eyed the great 
boxes packed up in the cart with amaze- 
ment ; but a high, round article, carefully 
covered with a piece of sacking, excited 
his curiosity the most. 

" What 's that, grandfather ? It looks 
like a great cage, I fancy," said Louis. 

"How came you to think of that?" 
replied the old man ; " why do n*t you 
put your little eyes into your pocket till 
we get home ?" 

They had not gone very far, when 
Louis threw up his feet, crying out, — 

" Oh, what 's that tickling my legs 
so ? I *m sure there *s something alive 
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covered up in that old red coat under the 
seat." 

"Nonsense, child," said the grand- 
father, giving a characteristic shrug of 
his broad shoulders, and laughing heart- 
ily ; adding, " Come, take care how you 
drive, or I shall be obliged to take the 
whip from you." 

At length they reached home ; then the 
great boxes were uncorded, and their 
contents spread on the tables, chairs, and 
every other available place. How Louis 
opened his eyes and lifted up his hands 
at the sight of so many pine-apples, 
cocoa-nuts, preserved ginger, with shawls 
and curiously-wrought straw, enough to 
make his mother a bonnet, and himself a 
hat ! Over and above all, there was a 
veritable pair of wee shoes, that had been 
worn by no less a personage than little 
Miss Twang, a grand mandarin's daugh- 
ter. But of all the beautiful or nice 
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things her son had brought home, no- 
thing pleased Dame Mathieu so much as 
a whole chest of tea, because, coming 
straight from China^ it was without the 
kindly admixture of sloe-leaves ; and she 
declared it would last her lifetime ; but 
Louis became impatient to have the sack- 
ing untied, when who should he see sitting 
on her perch but Miss Polly, dressed in 
her feathery jacket of the richest gold 
and green. Her master and the sailors 
had taught her to dance and perform many 
funny tricks. She could talk very plainly, 
and would frequently stretch out her 
neck, as if wistfully watching for the dis- 
tant land, and in a pleasant, hopeful tone 
would say, " Home, home ; the seaman s 
Hearing home." 

When every article had been carefully 
examined, and not a few tasted, the happy 
purser, looking at his father, said, '* Are 
you sure you have brought home every- 
thing belonging to me ? " 
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"Well," replied the old gentleman, 
casting a knowing look at his son, "I 
think I 've left a bundle, tied up in a red 
coat, in the bottom of the cart." 

The tall sailor stalked out, and soon 
returned with the red coat in his arms.' 

" Oh, what can it be ? Let me see ! " 
cried Louis, blushing with pleasure. 

•* Have patience, child, and you shall 
see," replied his father, untying the 
string, when out leaped a real living 
monkey. Dame Mathieu caught up her 
legs, fearing he would bite her toes, and 
chid her son for bringing such an ugly 
creature from its native home. But Louis 
capered and crowed, and was courageous 
enough to seize hold of its hand, endea- 
vouring to make friends with him, which 
he resented, turning round, and giving 
the boy a sharp bite. 

" That was only to tell you his name," 
said his father ; " for, when I first had 
him, he would bite every sailor in the 

B 
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ship ; so we christened him Biter ; and, 
as he still retains his bad habit, and evi- 
dently intends to introduce himself here 
in his true character, we will still call 
him that.*' The saucy monkey then 
jumped on Smuggler's back, grinning 
horribly, and biting him; but the brave 
fellow soon threw him off on the floor, 
teaching him who was to be master. 
After his defeat he sulked back to the 
old red coat, and went to sleep, or rather 
pretended to do so, for he kept one eye 
half open. 

No sooner had the neighbours heard 
of the purser's return than the old kitchen 
was filled with warm-hearted friends, who 
came to welcome him home again. Then 
what cosy tea-drinking and pleasant sup- 
pers they had, at which the merry sailor 
loved to spin one of his amusing yarns. 
Every day seemed like a holiday to the 
joyous Louis, who was so much indulged 
by his fond father that he became quite 
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conceited, and not so agreeable and polite 
as formerly, which you will see by his 
behayioor at the house of his great-aunt, 
Margery, who had invited him to accom- 
pany his parents to spend the afternoon 
with her. When he entered the room he 
omitted to make his accustomed bow, and 
seated himself so clumsily at the tea- 
table as to spill the cream. Some of the 
company present very unwisely began 
praising him, and saying they had never 
seen so fine a lad. '* Ah, he s very clever 
too, I assure you," said his aunt, who 
was very proud of her nephew's abilities. 
Most children make themselves very 
silly when taken too much notice of, and 
Louis did the same. He shut his eyes, 
and made ridiculous grimaces; neither 
did he answer respectfully to those who 
talked with him, but lisped in a foolish 
manner, as though he had been a child of 
three years old. Then he got down from 
his seat, and ran into the garden, long 
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before the other visitors had finished 
their tea. Jeanne, the old servant, fol- 
lowed him, fearing he might get into 
mischief ; but she was not in time to pre- 
vent his mounting an old, rotten ladder, 
placed against a cherry-tree; and when 
she called to him, bidding him to come 
down gently, he only laughed at her, and 
began jumping on it with all his might. 
The spar on which he stood gave way; 
the next moment he was lying on tlie 
sharp flints beneath, sadly bruised, with 
two of his front teeth knocked out. His 
piteous screams brought the whole of the 
company to his aid, and his poor aunt 
Margery went off in hysterics. Thus, 
through his folly, did Louis disturb the 
pleasure of his friends, causing them 
much trouble and anxiety. But he sin- 
cerely regretted his foolish conduct, and 
never forgot his fall, nor that his dis- 
obedience had occasioned it. His kind 
father's two happy months were nearly 
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expired, and he, with his weeping rela- 
tives, were obliged to part with him. At 
last the brave sailor's eyes filled with 
tears, and his hand shook sadly as he 
took his little son in his arms for the 
last time. Fondly kissing him, he said 
in a hoarse voice, " The Lord bless thee, 
my child, and keep thee ; and if it be 
His will, may he speedily bring me back 
again to thee, my boy." 
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CHAPTER II. 




BOUT six weeks after 
Louis's father's ship had 
sailed away, and he had ceased 
^to mourn for him, his mother 
told him that, now he was grown 
^a tall boy, he must go to school 
to learn, as other children did. 
Louis's heart leaped with joy, 
for he had never been taught that school 
was a dreary prison-house, in which chil- 
dren were caged, who sat and pined all 
day, till they looked lean and gaunt, like 
their shadows in the moonbeams. His 
parents, though unlearned, were too sen- 
sible to instil into his mind notions which 
they knew to be false, and which would 
not only make him unhappy, but retard 
his progress. 

It was a fine spring morning, as Louis 
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trotted by his mother's side, asking her 
all sorts of questions about the school- 
boys. He never had a playmate, and his 
head was full of fancying how nice it 
would be to romp with big boys. On 
turning the comer, there stood the school- 
house right before them. It was a large 
white building, standing in the centre of 
a square. The master's house stood on 
the right hand ; the librar}% and other 
rooms appropriated to parish purposes, 
on the left. In the front was a large 
play-ground, but all was perfectly still, 
the bell having tolled nine. Little Louis's 
heart fluttered sadly as his mother led 
him to the master, who was at the far- 
thest end of the long room, seated at his 
desk, with an ominous-looking cane stand- 
ing bolt upright, being fixed in a hole at 
the side of his desk. He had a large 
moonlike face, with small, twinkling, blue 
eyes, and a merry, good-tempered smile ; 
but his hair was red, and the boys de- 
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clared he was sometimes so undignified 
as to throw himself into a rage. I hope 
they never helped to put him into one. 
When Mrs. Mathieu entered the room, he 
politely left his desk, and chatted with 
her for some time. After leading her to 
the door, and wishing her good morning, 
he took Louis kindly by the hand, placing 
him on a low stool at his feet. The little 
fellow looked very demure in his clean 
pinafore, with book in hand. At length 
he ventured to give sheepish leers at the 
other boys, when, seeing a room-full of 
eyes all staring at him, he became fright- 
ened, his under-lip pouted out, his cheeks 
became very red, and a certain upheaving 
of his little breast foretold a coming 
shower. But just as the explosion was 
about to take place, his tear-bedewed eyes 
caught sight of an ugly, lanky boy, who, 
with cheeks puflfed out, and mouth awry, 
was mocking the lorn stranger. Louis, 
not knowing himself to be the object of 
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ridicule, was so amused, that he changed 
his mind, and laughed right out, instead 
of crying. 

*' Sebastien, have you nothing better to 
employ your time than making that child 
laugh ?" inquired the master, angrily. 

The lanky boy hid his head behind his 
comrades' backs. On the third form sat 
a stumpy, merry-looking little fellow, 
who, when he rose in the moving, had 
certainly made a mistake, and ran his 
legs too far through his trowsers. His 
head was covered with thick, crisp, black 
hair, which never would submit to be 
parted ; and he continually jigged up and 
down on his seat, as if too happy to sit 
still. He nodded and laughed many 
times at Louis, then held up his slate 
with an old man drawn on it, to please 
him. 

When the school duties were nearly 
over, the master called Louis to come and 
read. 
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" You read very well for your age, my 
little man, and if you are diligent you 
will soon improve/' said the master, pat- 
ting his curly head. 

" I Ve got such a pretty monkey at 
home, and I will bring it to show you," 
said the little fellow, looking up in the 
master's face. 

" Have you ? but you must not talk or 
think about it now, but mind your les- 
sons. Besides, I have enough monkeys 
here already," replied the master, taking 
his hat, and leaving the room. So 
soon as the door was closed, a general 
hubbub ensued — clattering of slates, 
whistling, shuffling of feet, and some 
quarrelling; while Louis stood aghast, 
wondering what it could all mean. The 
short-trowsered boy sprang oflf his seat, 
and, taking Louis by the hand, said, 

" Now you may come with me into the 
playground, and I 'U show you my top 
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and marbles, and what a great flag I have, 
with such a capital staff, too." 

The two boys then seated themselves 
on a large stone, and commenced showing 
their treasures. 

" What *s your name ?'* asked Louis. 

" Oh, I 'm called Merry Jerry ; but my 
real name is Jerome de Havelland, and I 
do n't live very far from your mother's 
house. Haven't you brought any din- 
ner ? " inquired Jerry. 

" Yes ; but I do n't know where it is," 
replied Louis. 

" But I do. I remember seeing Mr. 
Le Moutte take it from your mother, and 
put it on the highest shelf, where his 
books are kept. 1 11 go and fetch it ;" 
and off he ran with such speed that his 
trowsers wriggled up nearly to his knees. 

" Here it is," cried Jerry, " in this little 
basket. Oh, what a nice dinner ! Here 
is a great piece of apple-cake, and three 
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rosy-cheeked apples ; but did n*t you 
bring a knife ? " 

"Yes; grandfather gave me this one 
last night,** rejoined Louis, flourishing it 
over his friend's head. 

" What a beauty ! I wish you *d give it 
me,** said Jerry, coaxingly. 

"No, I mustn't do that; grandfather 
will be angry if I do.** 

Jerry took the knife, and cutting a 
large piece of the cake, divided it in two, 
taking the largest piece for himself, which 
was very selfish and mean. 

"We must not eat it all now,*' con- 
tinued Jerry, "because by-and-by that 
great boy out there who 's jumping over 
that small boy's back, will make a noise 
like a bell with his long tongue, so — 
tong, tong^ tong, and then we must all run 
to dinner; but if we have anything good, 
Sebastien and some of the other big boys 
go halves ; and if we *d let them, they 'd 
eat it all ; so I go and hide, and then, if 
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I can manage it without their seeing me, 
I eat part of it first ; only we mustn't let 
them know; for if we did, they would 
pinch atid beat us, though they 're afiraid 
of me, for I can fight like a lion ; and I 
mean to fight for you too," said Jerry, 
nibbling again at the cake. 

" What have you bought for your din- 
ner ? *' asked Louis. 

"Oh, you shall see," replied Jerry, 
leaning down behind the great stone. 
" I Ve three pieces of honey-bread, so I 
shall eat one," said he, breaking off a 
small comer, and giving it to Louis, 
adding, "how stingy my old aunt is; 
how she *s scraped the honey !" 

" I Ve none on my piece," said Louis. 
" Why doesn't your mother put more on ? " 

"I haven't a mother, for she died 
when I was a baby ; and my father was 
drowned a long time agb," replied Jerry. 

" Who takes care of you, then ? " asked 
Louis, in a feeling tone. 

E 
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" I live with my uncle and aunt ; they 
are very good, and let me do whatever I 
like, only aunt 's so scant she never puts 
enough butter or honey on my bread." 

Tong, tong, tong went the tongue-bell, 
and all the boys scampered off to the 
shady comer of the playground, and scat- 
tered themselves in a circle. Sebastien 
Dupr6 went all round, looking into each 
boy's bag; when he came to Louis, he 
took out the remainder of the apple- 
cake, and holding up a ripe pear, ex- 
claiming, " Exchange is no robbery ; your 
mouth is too small for this cake, I can 
see ; so you shall have the pear instead.*' 
After saying which, he walked off to his 
throne, which was an old pail, turned up- 
side down. 

" You like that better than your own 
stale brown bread and dried fish, I 
know," said Antoine Bouchette ; adding, 
" but you are a selfish coward to take all 
a boy*s dinner from him ; and you shan't 
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have one drop of my cider," and he 
snatched away his tiny barrel, which 
held about a pint and a-half, from Sebas- 
tien's hand. The two boys, who were 
nearly of a size, then began struggling 
for the tub; but the other boys soon 
joined in the afeay, the greater part 
be&iending Antoine. Jerry leaped on 
Sebastien's back, put his hands before 
his mouth, preventing him from drink- 
ing it, while the other boys snatched it 
from his hands. Antoine then went 
round with his cider-cask, giving all his 
friends a good quaff from the bung-hole. 
These poor boys were, with the excep- 
tion of Sebastien, contented, light-hearted 
fellows, though some of them had no 
better dinner than a piece of bread and 
an onion. It ought to cause the blush of 
shame to mantle the cheek of many a 
grumbler who rises from his father's well- 
spread table with a murmuring, ungrate- 
ful spirit, because some favourite dish. 
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which his pampered appetite desired, was 
omitted. It would have done your heart 
good to have seen with what good-tem- 
pered glee these young lads returned to 
leap-frog, till the bell summoned them to 
their studies. 

Louis went home, in company with his 
sturdy little friend, talking all the way 
with great gusto of the events of the day. 

" You will take me into your house, 
and show me the monkey and Smuggler, 
and all your nice things, won't you?" 
asked Jerry, as they stopped at the 
wicket-gate. 

" Oh yes, that I will. Come round 
this way into the yard, and I *11 show you 
Biter. He always sleeps in the stable 
with Dobbin," said Louis, running on 
before. "Ah, here he is, on his old 
friend's back." 

" What, does he always like to sit on 
the horse's back ? " asked Jerry, tr3dng to 
lay hold of him ; but Biter did not intend 
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to be caught without a scramble, so he 
darted through the door, and up into the 
top bough of the chestnut-tree, where he 
grinned at them at his leisure. 

"Who's that calling the dog?" said 
Jerry. " Why does n't he go ? most 
dogs do." 

«*Ah! but Smuggler is too wise, he 
knows it 's only Miss Polly, the parrot ; 
she 's played him that trick so often, that 
he won't mind her now." 

Dame Mathieu came out, and hearing 
from Louis how kind Jerry had been to 
him at school, invited him to stop to tea. 
But Jerry said he could not, fearing his 
aunt would be anxious about him. But 
when Louis pulled him into the kitchen, 
to speak to his mother, Jerry repented, 
seeing the hot cake and great plateful of 
baked pears, with a nice plum tart, made 
in a saucer, for Louis, waiting in readi- 
ness for him when he should return from 
school : for it was Dame Mathieu*s baking 

£ 2 
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day, and the hot tea and smoking bread 
smelt very good. Mrs. Mathieu, seeing 
Jerry's longing eyes fixed on the table, 
fetched another blue cup and saucer. 
The two friends tea'd together, and played 
till it was nearly dark ; then Jerry went 
home. Thus pleasantly ended Louis's 
first school-day. But months quickly 
passed away, bringing with them the 
much longed-for first of January. The 
day preceding it is a very bustling one to 
the good Guernsey dames, who are full 
of busy preparations for ushering in the 
young year with hospitable entertain- 
ments, so far as it is in their power to 
do so. Early in the morning the old 
gentleman, with his grandson and merry 
Jerry, who called to accompany them, 
with several of their neighbours, set off 
to the town, to make their new-year pur- 
chases. It took them a long time, for 
they stopped to look in every shop win- 
dow, and were long examining the showy 
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toys on the gaily-decorated stalls. At 
length Jerry, who had filled his pockets 
with figs and nuts, fearing he should soon 
have no money left, bought a small snuff- 
box for his uncle, and a red velvet pin- 
cushion for his aunt. 

" Come, boys, why don't you make 
haste? we shall never get home if you 
can't fix your mind upon one thing, and 
buy it," said the grandfather, who had 
been patiently waiting for half-an-hour 
at one stall ; whereupon Louis declared 
he would purchase the scissors in the 
blue sheath for his granny, and the house- 
wife, with a looking-glass at the end, for 
his mother, carefully concealing a small 
shaving-glass, with a stand, a gift for his 
grandfather, in his pocket. All along 
the pleasant roads might be seen groups 
of happy children, with their pai'ents, 
cousins, friends, and neighbours, laugh- 
ing, talking, and showing each other their 
intended gifts. What joy swells the 
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heart of the Guernsey boy on that happy 
morning, when kindred and neighbour 
grasp each other by the hand, and a 
hearty " Happy new year to ye " is echoed 
from every mouth. Louis lay watching 
for the first gray streak of light to 
peep through his curtains, and when, 
at last, it did show its sickly face, 
and bid him a feeble good morning, 
Louis was out of bed, washing and 
dressing himself with the greatest care ; 
for he was always very neat in his per- 
son. On entering the kitchen, his good 
grandfather placed his hands on his 
head, and blessed him, saying, ** God 
grant thee a new heart, my son; then 
will this be a happy new year indeed to 
thee." 

In accordance with the old custom, 
Louis went first to all in the house, shak- 
ing hands and wishing them " A happy 
new year ;" then to those of his relations 
and friends who lived near, presenting 
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each with some little token of his love, 
and receiving from them the same, with 
the new year's greeting. Louis ran up- 
stairs to his mother, who was ill and 
unable to rise, with his lapful of gifts, 
displaying them on the counterpane. 
" Oh, mother, look at my splendid new 
year's gifts. I never had so many be- 
fore. What a beautiful humming-top 
aunty has given me; and Jeanne, this 
smart-looking bagful of marbles; and 
granny, a box of dominoes ; and grand- 
father, a ship ; and merry Jerry gave me 
this jumping-jack." 

After admiring his many gifts, his 
kind mother said, "But, my child, I 
want you to think of something better 
than toys," and she gently drew him to 
her side. " This, you know, is the first 
day of a new year. Will you not try 
and spend every day of it in loving and 
serving God? I hope my little son 
will be a holier, and then he will be a 
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happier child than he was the last year. 
You must ask your heavenly Father to 
enable you to be more obedient, dutiful, 
and obliging to your parents, and a kind, 
affectionate Mend to your school-fellows; 
not striving to have your own way, or wish- 
ing your own games and amusements, but 
cheerfully joining your play-fellows in 
theirs ; for remember Christ pleased not 
himself, and you must copy him.'* 

" But, mother, it seems very hard that 
the boys will almost always have their 
own games, and scarcely ever the ones I 
want. I don't mean the big boys — they 
play by themselves — but the little ones 
who play with me," said Louis. 

" What is it makes you wish to have 
your own games so ? Is it not selfish- 
ness ? Why should you desire five or 
six boys to give up their own pleasure to 
gratify you ? and is it right, think you, if 
they do not, to feel angry and sulky? 
Did you really love the Saviour, and 
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desired to be like him in all things, you 
would willingly forego your own gratifi- 
cation for the greater enjoyment of your 
companions," replied his mother. 

" I will try and give way to the other 
boys cheerfully, and I will be Merry 
Jerry's horse as often as he wants me," 
said Louis, throwing his arms round his 
mother's neck. 

" But, my child, if you trust to your 
own good resolutions they will utterly 
fail, without you seek help from God, who 
alone can subdue your selfish heart, and 
make you like himself — unselfish and 
loving to all around." 

" Louis, Louis," called his grandfather, 
at the bottom of the stairs, "you are 
wanted here. Are your cousins from St. 
Samson's come to spend the day with 
you?" 

Louis ran down, and found the kit- 
chen nearly full of cousins. There was 
Mrs. Le Moutte, sister to his school- 
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master, with her hahy, two sons, and 
three daughters, all dressed in their very 
best, besides Aunty Margery and her 
snuff-taking maid, Jeanne. 

Louis was a very polite child, and was 
resolved to make them all as happy as he 
possibly could ; so he did not stand star- 
ing at his visitors, as some rude children 
are apt to do, but went round to every 
one, shaking hands and asking them how 
they were. He then ran up-stairs, and 
brought down all his new toys to please 
the baby, while he and the elder children 
went into the garden, where they tied up 
a swing and had good fun, till Dame 
Mathieu called them in to assist her in 
making the large new-year pudding. 
She placed before them a big dish, into 
which they were to put the French 
prunes, after they had cut out the 
stones. Then the old lady soalsed them 
in warm water for a considerable time ; 
she dried them, and mixing them up 
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with flour, sugar, and spice, with twelve 
eggs, making so good a pudding that 
Dame Mathieu, though seventy-five years 
old, averred she had never known a 
boy who could say " No " when asked to 
take a slice. The good dame had some- 
thing besides the prune pudding which 
claimed her care ; for the old granny, on 
that particular day, baked a joint of meat 
— yes, a real leg of mutton; — a most 
important affair, which only happened on 
Christmas and New- Year's Day, or some 
such great festivity ; — soupe de gras and 
fish being the imvaried dishes of other 
days. On the dresser stood, ready for 
the oven, a plum-cake, with a dish of 
delicious pears, and a tinful of small 
cakes called hearts, being made in the 
shape of one ; and the host presents 
each of his guests with one, saying, 
"You have my hearts best wishes for 
your happiness." This New-Year all 
these latter good things were for the tea- 

F 
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entertainment ; for who so fond as these 
happy islanders of the social gathering 
round the tea-table, where no costly 
preparation nor freezing conventionali- 
ties prevent the free intercourse of kin- 
dred souls. 

Louis had determined in his own mind 
to commence the year in the most de- 
lightful of all employments — that of try- 
ing to make everybody happy; and he 
set to work right heartily ; but he soon 
found it a more difficult task than he had 
imagined ; for in his eagerness to stone 
as many plums as his cousin Jaques he 
let his knife slip, which cut his hand 
frightfully. He bravely resisted the 
tears which would come into his eyes, 
and managed to keep them from rolling 
down his cheeks ;^ but being no longer 
able to work, he concluded he might as 
well play ; so setting his ship at full sail 
in a platter of water, he stood to guide 
and admire its progress; but no sooner 
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did Aunt Le Moutte's baby see his tiny 
craft sailing gracefully across its narrow 
lake than she stretched out both her little 
hands for it, screaming with all her 
might, " Me, me !" Louis felt his heart 
rebel against this injustice, knowing she 
had all his other playthings; but his 
conscience whispered softly, " I thought 
you were endeavouring to make every 
one happy, and the little one can't be so 
without it ; and you know she's not old 
enough to know better." 

"Yes, I will try and be like Christ, 
and not please myself, but others," said 
Louis to himseK, taking out the ship, 
and giving it to his cousin, who crowed 
and capered her thanks. But a greater 
trial was in store for him ; for while he 
was helping his grandmother pare the 
potatoes, the child had trotted off to the 
platter of water, thrown in all his toys, 
and washed them. When Louis saw his 
new-year treasures, the little gifts which 
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would have amused him through many a 
long winter evening, with the gay paint 
rubbed off, some spoiled, and others 
broken, his bosom heaved with sobs ; he 
thought it was a trial too great to bear, 
but remembering his mother's words — 
that God xwould help him if he asked 
him, he ran out into the garden, and, 
hiding himseK behind the chestnut-tree, 
knelt down, and in his own simple words 
besought His aid who ever bends His ear 
to listen to the smallest child's petition. 
He soon returned, his face glowing with 
smiles, and quite willing to help his 
grandmother lay the cloth, and place the 
knives and forks in order ; he even gave 
up his own much-loved chair to his fret- 
ful little cousin, feeling, all the time, the 
peaceful joy of doing right. The rest of 
the day was spent in friendly chat by the 
elders, and by the children in merry gam- 
bols with Biter, who was in the best of 
tempers, having eaten nuts until his jaws 
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refused to perform the office of nut- 
crackers any longer. Before his relatives 
returned to their homes, the good grand- 
father read a chapter from his best big 
Bible, on whose fly-leaf were inscribed, 
in neat round hand, the names of his 
well-beloved son and grandson. After 
which they sang and prayed for a short 
time, then wishing each other many 
happy returns of the year, they separated, 
declaring they had not enjoyed them- 
selves so much for a long time; while 
Mrs. Le Moutte bid her son Jaques to 
imitate his cousin Louis, who waited so 
kindly on the little ones, and never 
seemed weary of amusing them; poor 
Jaques hung his head, and blushed. 

" Do you know," said merry Jerry, 
who was standing at the gate one clear 
bracing morning, waiting for his school- 
fellow, " thflt Sebastien Dupr6 is always 
trying to make friends with your Smug- 
gler ? I can't think what he does it for ; 
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I'm sure it's not from kindness, for I 
don't believe he 's^ver done a good deed 
in his life." 

" Oh ! I think he has, though,*' replied 
Louis. " Don't you remember how he 
scrambled up the rocks after Antoine's 
pet lamb the other day ?" 

*• Yes, and broke his leg in getting him 
down. And Antoine declares he did it 
for the purpose, because he was jealous 
he hadn't one himself; but look, there 
he is on before us ; don't walk so fast, or 
we shall overtake him," said Jerry. 

" Hollo ! you youngsters there, walking 
at that snail's pace !" cried Sebastien, who 
had turned round, and was waiting for 
them. When the boys came up to him, 
he began dodging them from one side of 
the path to the other, so that they could 
not get by him; but Jerry, who was as 
swift of foot as a fawn, darted past him, 
and might soon have been beyond his 
reach, had not his brave young heart 
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refused to leave his timid friend in the 
lurch; but Sebastien^s cruel disposition 
was devising some other means of an- 
noying them. He whistled for his half- 
starved cur, who was in the field with his 
father, and set him at them. The ugly 
creature, who was as vicious as his master, 
flew at Louis, seizing the leg of his trow • 
sers. Louis cried, and tried to kick him 
off, but the dog would not leave its hold 
till Jerry, catching up a stone, threw it 
right at his nose, which made him run 
away whining and squeaking, with his 
tail dangling down between his legs. 

During the whole of the day Sebastien 
seemed bent on making himself more 
disagreeable than usual, if that were 
possible ; yet when he saw Smuggler 
coming to meet his little master, as was 
his invariable custom eveiy evening, he 
took him into his house, and gave him a 
large basin of milk. When Louis entered 
the kitchen, he was surprised to find it 
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empty ; but he soon heard the voice of 
his granny calling softly, " Louis, come 
up here, my dear;" and there, in his 
mother's room, stood a cradle. His 
grandfather sat smiling by its side, rock- 
ing it with his foot. 

" See," said he, " what a beautiful gift 
God has sent us since you left this morn- 
ing. These sweet twin babes are your 
sisters." 

" Oh, what pretty little things ! they 
look like two wax dolls," said Louis^ 
stooping down and kissing them. 
" How glad I am ! I shall never be 
without a playmate now ; and what rides 
I '11 give them in my wheelbarrow ! I 
hope they will make haste and grow big ; 
I don't like very little children. But, 
grandfather, how pleased father will be 
to see them ! He '11 have to nurse one on 
each knee." 

"And you, my dear boy, must be a 
tender brother to these little ones. You 
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are much older than they are, and it will 
be now your pleasant duty to love and take 
care of them ; and when you are grown a 
man, you may have to do more than that. 
Perhaps, my boy, God will require you 
to show your love for these precious little 
lambs by labouring for them; we can't 
tell," said the aged man, in a sorrowful 
tone. 

" Yes, that I will, grandfather. I *m 
sure I could work hard all day, and not 
feel tired, for dear mother and these 
pretty little sisters of mine. Do you 
think they will be like mother or father T* 
asked Louis. 

" I can't tell, my child ; but I fervently 
hope they will resemble pious Mary of 
old, and choose the Saviour for their 
Friend, and then it '11 matter not what 
sort of faces they have." 

Louis found out it was time now he 
should make himseK useful; so every 
morning, before he went to school, he 
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fetched a pitcher of clear water from the 
spring, cut the turf, and carried it into the 
house, gave Dobbin a pail of clean water 
and a bagful of oats for his breakfast. 

"Well done, my good lad, you have 
worked hard this morning," said his 
grandfather, smiling at Louis, who was 
puflftng away at the fire with an old pair 
of bellows, which had lost half a nose, 
besides having a great gash in the side. 

"Yes, grandfather, the kettle nearly 
boils, and then we can have breakfast; 
but I must get it while you milk Lily ; 
for Nurse Collins is washing the babies, 
and granny is very busy making mother's 
room tidy, and I must do something more 
now than just feed Biter and PoUy, as I 
used to ; for you know, grandfather, I 
am going to try and make everybody 
happy, and I can't do that without I am 
useful. Ah, I see it '11 soon be time for 
me to be ofi' to school," said Louis, look- 
ing anxiously at the clock. 
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When the old gentleman returned with 
his pails of milk, he found Louis had 
finished his breakfast, or rather was 
munching it while standing with his 
bag, waiting to bid him good-bye ; for 
he would never go till he had kissed all 
in the house. 

" What 's your hurry, my lad ? Why, 
you Ve half-an-hour to spare," said his 
grandfather. 

" Ah, but sometimes we overtake that 
teasing Sebastien Dupr6, and he hinders 
us so ; and the master told me yester- 
day, if I were late to-day, he would 
punish me," said Louis, running oflF. 

" Oh, Jerry, what shall we do ? There 
he is, hiding behind the tree," cried 
Louis, shaking with fear. 

" I '11 tell you what we '11 do," said 
Jerry, taking off his cap, and thrusting 
his fingers through his hair, till it stood 
bolt upright ; " let 's run down this lane, 
creep through a gap in tlie hedge, and 
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dash across their orchard. It *s a good 
step round, but we must run all the way, 
then we shall be in time ; and if we ain't 
I 'm determined I '11 tell the master who 
it was that made us so late, and that 
Sebastien isn't helping his father plant 
potatoes, as he tries to make him be- 
lieve." 

The two boys galloped off at full speed 
down the lane. They had just crossed 
one little field, when a well-known voice 
from behind the hedge called out, " You 
young rascals, what business have you tres- 
passing on our ground ? Oh, 1 11 make 
you smart for it, that I will, as sure as 
my name's Dupre." At the same mo- 
ment, the ill-favoured visage of the 
dreaded Sebastien peered over the hedge. 
He had his father's thick stick in his 
hand, and springing over the hedge at 
one bound, he started after the flpng 
intruders like a hound in chase of a 
hare. 



OR, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 61 

Jerry's feet scarcely touched the 
ground, and Louis was not far behind ; 
they had just reached the gate which 
they thought would lead them into the 
road, when what was their dismay to find 
that great brambles had been thrust into 
it, over which they could not climb. 

" Oh dear, I didn't know they fastened 
up the gate," said Jerry, panting for 
breath ; " what shall we do ? Capital ! I 
have it. Climb up this tree, and swing 
yourself over to the other side, after me, 
Louis ; quick, he 's coming." 

Jerry could climb like a cat, but not 
so poor Louis ; he had just reached the 
first bough, when he felt the rough hand 
of the angry Sebastien seize him by the 
leg, and the next moment he was lying 
on the ground, with the enraged boy 
standing over him, beating him in the 
most cruel manner. 

Jerry had escaped to the road, but 
hearing the cries of his captured school- 
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fellow, darted back with the speed of a 
race-horse. 

" Oh, you wretch ! you coward ! you 'U 
kill him," screamed Jerry, swinging him- 
seK from the bough on to the back of 
the furious Sebastien, who was almost 
mad with rage; he pulled the fellow's 
dirty, greasy cap over his eyes, and held 
it tightly down over the wicked boy's 
face. 

" Run, run for your life, Louis, or 
he 'U have you again," said Jerry, leap- 
ing into the tree, and with one spring he 
was in the road. Sebastien stamped with 
rage, but, seeing his enemies were be- 
yond his reach, contented himself with 
shouting after them. 

The afl&ighted boys did not stop even 
to take breath, till they gained the 
school-house, just as the bell gave its 
last toll. Louis sank almost fainting on 
the form, from the pain in his side occa- 
sioned by the blows he had received. 
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"You look ill; what's the matter, 
Louis?" kindly inquired the master. 

" I only feel a little sick, thank you, 
sir," repUed Louis, blushing deeply. 

" I '11 tell him all about it, for it was 
through Sebastienwe got into that scrape 
yesterday," said Jerry. 

"No, no, don't, pray," said Louis, 
holding his Mend down; "we shall 
make an enemy of Sebastien, and you 
know it's no joke if he once hates a 
boy." 

Jerry, though brave as a yoimg Uon, 
could never keep a secret ; and long be- 
fore the boys had finished their dinners, 
there was not one of them who had not 
heard what a drubbing Merry Jerry had 
given Sebastien Dupr6. 




CHAPTER III. 

^^T was about a week after the 
affair of the trespass, as Louis 
i \v^ c/' went into his bed-room, that he 
(^thought he heard Smuggler growl ; 
^^but the night was dark, and the 
young moon refused to lend her light ; 
but he opened the window, and leaned 
half-way out, to see what ailed him. 

" Smuggler, why don't you go to bed? 
Now, go ; there 's a good fellow," said 
Louis, shutting the window. He soon 
scrambled into his warm bed, and quickly 
fell asleep; but he had not slept long, 
when a milk-can tumbling down, just 
under his window, startled him. So, sit- 
ting up in his bed, and rubbing his eyes, 
he listened anxiously to every sound. He 
thought he heard the stable-door grate 
on its old, rusty hinges ; then there was 
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a low whine and suppressed growl ; then, 
besides, he was sure he heard some one 
whisper ! 

Louis felt the perspiration gathering 
on his brow, and a cold, shivering feeling 
pass through his limbs. He was afraid 
to open his door, but still more so to sit 
where he was. At last, he ventured to 
slip out at the side of his bed nearest to 
the door, and tiptoed softly to the win- 
dow. It was very dark, till his eyes be- 
came accustomed to the gloom. Just 
then a dark cloud passed away, and the 
pale face of the moon became visible. 
He saw the shadow of two figures re- 
flected on the garden wall, and one 
appeared to carry something bulky in 
his arms. He drew nearer to the win- 
dow, that he might see and hear the 
more distinctly, when he was startled by 
a husky voice, close underneath it, say- 
ing— 

" Leave go ; I know the way.'* 

g2 
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Louis stopped not to hear another 
word, but, creeping softly to the door, he 
unlatched it without making the least 
noise, and ran along the passage, not 
daring to look behind him. Having once 
gained his mother's room, his fears began 
to abate ; but " What am I to do now ? " 
thought he, as he went noiselessly to her 
bed-side, and pulled back the white cur- 
tain. " I dare not wake her. Granny 
told me if she were frightened suddenly, 
it might be the death of her ; sh^ 's been 
so anxious about father lately." But he 
felt safer there beside his pale, sleeping 
mother, with her twin infants on either 
side ; she looked so calm that a strange 
fear darted across his mind. He bent 
his ear to listen if she breathed; her 
gentle breath fanned his throbbing brow, 
and he felt reassured that all was well. 
The glass tumbler stood on the hearth- 
stone, with its little wick floating cheerily, 
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like the good lighthouse, dispelling the 
nightly gloom with its friendly light. 

Louis sat trembling on the easy chair, 
afraid to go and afraid to remain, lest his 
mother should awake, and, finding him 
there, become alarmed. " I can never 
go all along that dark passage to grand- 
father; I should be frightened out of 
my wits," thought Louis. " Well, I think 
I '11 try and venture back." 

Louis took a peep outside the door. 
" No ; I can never go ; but I know what 
I '11 do — just wrap myself in this old 
cloak of mother's, and lie down on the 
ground till daylight ; then 1 11 pop back 
again to my room," said Louis to him- 
self, covering the cloak around him, and 
Ijring gently down on his hard couch. 
Weary as he was, he did not sleep much 
in his new bed. One of the infants 
cried, and his mother began to awake; 
when Louis, with wonderful presence of 
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mind, crept right under the bed, lest be 
should frighten her. 

No wonder Louis should be the first to 
rise in the morning from his uncomfort- 
able bed ; and when his grandfather came 
down, he told him of his night's adven- 
ture. As the old gentleman took out the 
great key to unlock the back door, he 
said, 

" What a simpleton you must be to 
think of robbers, Louis. Why, there's 
not been a robbery committed in this 
island since I was a boy of ten, and that 
was by a Frenchman, who broke into the 
house of an old blind lady, who lived 
alone, and wouldn't have any one to 
guard her during the night. They have 
not taken my sack of potatoes that I left 
out here last night, anyhow," said the 
grandfather, laughing. " Why, Louis, 
you 11 be afraid of your own shadow next, 
instead of other people's, I 'm thinking." 

" But I 'm sure I heard the stable-door 
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open, grandfather," replied Louis, blush- 
ing at his supposed folly. 

" Well, let 's go and have a look, then. 
Well, here's Dobbin all safe for one, 
though I remember I shut the door, and 
put the peg in," said the old man, look- 
ing surprised. 

" They 've carried oflF my poor Biter," 
cried Louis, "that's certain, for here's 
his chain unhooked, and he can't un- 
fasten it himself. Oh ! my poor, poor 
Biter! I wouldn't lose him for the 
world, after father took such trouble to 
bring him all the way from Ceylon for 
me. 

" My child, you shouldn't accuse peo- 
ple of stealing him ; he may have given 
you the slip himself; you know he's 
a cunning rogue," rejoined the grand- 
father. 

" But he couldn't undo the stable- 
door, could he, grandfather ? and where 
can Smuggler be gone ?" 
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Louis searched in every odd comer, 
calling Biter by all the endearing epi- 
thets he could remember; but the lost 
monkey was not to be found. Jerry was 
soon made acquainted with his play- 
mate's loss. He, with half-a-dozen other 
boys, declared they 'd search Sebastien's 
house and ground, from the garret to the 
dog-kennel, if he didn't give him up ; for 
all suspected him. 

"How dare you call me a thief, and 
say T Ve stolen his monkey ? " said Se- 
bastien, seizing the old pail on which he 
was seated, and hurling it at the head of 
Antoine Bouchett, who parried it off with 
his cider barrel, thus saving his head 
from being split open. 

" Then how came you with that fright- 
ful bite on your hand ? did you come by 
it honestly ? that 's what we want to 
know," said Antoine, sneeringly. 

But the bombastic threats of the boys 
ended, as they usually do, in smoke ; so 



OR, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 71 

Jerry and Louis were the only two who 
did not grow weary in the search for the 
lost monkey. 

It was on a sunny Saturday afternoon 
that Jerry brought his short legs and 
clumsy boots into Dame Mathieu*s 
kitchen. He stood by her little round 
table, watching her nimble fingers 
mending a monster hole in Louis* 
stocking. 

" If you please, Mrs. Mathieu, do let 
him come this afternoon to play with 
me," asked Jerry, imploringly. 

" I Ve told you before, my dear, I 
don't think his grandfather can spare 
him; he *s got the shoes to clean for 
to-morrow, besides helping his grand- 
father bring the wood in." 

" Oh yes, I can do without him, 
granny," said the kind old man, just 
entering the kitchen. " I like the young 
ones to have their pleasure sometimes; 
it does them good. Don't you remem- 
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ber what we used to sing when we were 
youngsters, 

♦ All work, and no play, 
"Will soon make a body gray ;* 

and I expect children think the same 
now, only it 's so long ago since we were 
young that we Ve almost forgotten how 
children do feel." 

" Well then, Louis, go and fetch down 
a clean pinafore, and brush your hair; 
and be sure you don't stop late," said 
his granny. , 

Jerry and his visitor were soon quickly 
marching along the road ; the birds sang 
sweetly in the hedges, and the orchards 
on either side afforded them a shade, for 
the trees overhung the low fences, and 
dropped their fruit in the highway ; but 
the boys did not care to pick them up, 
for they had plenty of their own at home. 
They passed several old houses, with 
their pretty gardens and ancient thick- 
walled outbuildings. In these comfort- 
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able homesteads dwelt many of their 
schoolfellows, but they would not stop 
long to chat with them, for Jerry's uncle 
lived at the distance of a mile or more. 
At length they turned from the road 
down a steep, rugged path, leading to 
Petit Beau Bai. 

The boys did not appear to take much 
notice of the natural grandeurs with 
which they were surrounded, but stopped 
to drink at a clear stream, which ran 
rippling between the rocks. They ga- 
thered a few bunches of the sweet- 
scented hill-thyme, to make their pockets 
smell nicely. 

Jerry's uncle did not live far from the 
stream. His house was built on the 
shelving land, many feet above the sea, 
by the side of the steep, narrow path 
which led down into the bay. It was a 
small house, with a low, thick wall round 
the little front garden, in which Jerry's 
aunt Dorothee was watering her flowers. 

H 
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" Oh, aunt, I Ve got Louis at last, 
though I thought his granny would never 
have let him come. Where's uncle?" 
continued Jerry, all in a breath. 

"Why, can't you see him, child, out 
there, mending his nets ? " 

After a few questions and laconic an- 
swers had been exchanged between Louis 
and the aunt respecting the health and 
well-being of his kindred, Louis was 
pulled away by Jerry, to see his uncle. 

" Well, my brave fellows, come to see 
an old fisherman botching up his nets ?" 
said the uncle, taking the short, dirty 
pipe from his mouth, which was his com- 
panion at all seasons, except when he was 
at church. " That 's a fine dog of you'm, 
Louis ; I never saw but one I liked 
better, and that 's been dead these many 
years;" and the old man patted Smug- 
gler's shaggy coat. 

" What made you so fond of that dog, 
sir ? " inquired Louis, seating himself by 



OR, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 75 

the fisherman's side, in expectation of a 
yam, while Smuggler and Jerry lay their 
full length on the top of a smooth piece 
of rock. 

" Well, then, if you must know," said 
the uncle, looking pleased to have a 
listener, " the dog I referred to belonged 
to old Dennis, at Saints Bay; he had 
two pups given to him by an English 
gentleman who lodged in his house 
during the summer months ; he was a 
comical sort of person, and used to go 
about taking pictures; but, howsoever 
he left his dogs behind him, and old 
Dennis, thinking they might be of use to 
him, brought *em up till they were full 
size. Dennis was a fisherman, but he 
could n't get money fast enough to please 
him at that, so he took to free-trading." 

" What 's that, uncle ? " inquired Jerry. 

" La' bless your innocence ! Why, 
years agone, boys at your age would have 
known as well as I do, and been good 
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hands at it, too. Well, then, our good 
king thinks it right to make every man 
pay a certain sum of money for every 
cask of hrandy and gin that *s brought 
into port; and French laces and silks 
have to pay by the yard, I don't know 
how much, but a considerable deal ; and 
the money the king gets in this way don't 
do him any good, for it all goes down 
the throats of them preventitive men in 
the shape of grog. I don't believe his 
majesty ever sees a franc of it. So Dennis 
and his two sons thought they 'd cheat 
the king's men, as these coast-guard 
fellows call themselves, and, instead of 
bringing the casks in at the quay and 
paying toll for them at the Custom 
House, they just managed to land *em in 
some of the creeks round about here, 
and at the back of the island. Ah ! 
many, many a time I 've given a hand to 
haul'em ashore," said the fisherman, 
laughing. 
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"But what use could the dogs be to 
Dennis ? " asked Louis. 

" A great deal, if you '11 only have 
patience to hear me out," replied Uncle 
Etienne. " Old Dennis kept two boats, 
one at his own bay and the other at that 
inlet round the peaked rock yonder ; as 
sure as ever a good dark misty night set 
in, Dennis and his two dogs were to be 
seen pushing off to sea, with nets and all 
their fishing tackle in full trim, for some- 
times he *d stop out for three days, or, 
may be, most a week ; but so sure as ever 
Dennis's boat grounded on the pebbles, 
as sure was he to be greeted by the king s 
men ; down they *d go, overhauling every 
article and throwing the fish about like 
madmen, while Dennis sat grinning and 
the dogs barking at 'em, but nothing 
could they ever find worth seizing. After 
a time, old Dennis drowned one of his 
dogs ; he said he couldn't afford to keep 
more than one, and a sharp, cunning 

h2 
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fellow that one was, too; he had an odd 
way of winking with one of his eyes, as 
much as to say, * I 'm up to a thing or 
two; you can't outdo me;* so they gave 
him the name of Winker. Ah ! what a 
knowing old fellow he used to look, with 
his shaggy, gray coat, sitting at the stern 
of his master's boat ; but he got terribly 
fond of one of the king's men, and no 
sooner did the boat come ashore than he 
leaped out and licked the officer's hand." 
. "Why, Dennis," said the fellow one 
night, " your dog gets better quarters at 
sea than he does on land, for he always 
looks fatter when he comes back from a 
cruise." 

Well, when the king's men were quite 
gone, and Dennis had been round to see 
that the coast was clear, and none of 'em 
playing . at hide-and-seek, he 'd take up 
his candle and go to bed, with his dog 
following after him. Dennis would then 
give a peculiar sort of whistle, which 
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Winker well knew, and down he *d go on 
his back. His master would then unlace 
his skin, for he was covered with the 
other dog*s skin, whom he had drowned, 
which was just like his own ; and then, 
how would you open your eyes to have 
seen the dozens and dozens of yards of 
lace bound round that dog's stomach ! 
Some of it sold for a guinea a yard." 

" But, didn't the dog ever lie down 
when the king's men were there ? " asked 
Louis. 

" Not he ; he 'd sit as straight as a 
Christian, on his back legs, till his master 
gave him the hint; and the trick was 
never found out neither," said the uncle, 
filling his pipe. 

" How I wish we could find poor Biter ! 
we used to have such fun with him on 
Saturday afternoons," said Jerry. 

" Ah ! depend on 't that Sebastien Du- 
pr6 's got him in his locker Somewhere. A 
bad set they always were. His fatVet ' ^ ^ 
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regular old^ miser. Why, he 'd never pay 
a man a sou to clean his ditches, nor hoe 
his turnips, if he could help it, though it 
were to save him from starving. I knew 
him and his brother Jean well ; they were 
both bachelors, and lived in the same 
house as they do now, and never had a 
woman-folk darken their doors, till Jean 
hung himself. 'Twas something about 
money matters, I believe ; though the 
bailiff himself couldn't make it quite out, 
I heard ;^but after that, I suppose, Jaques 
Dupr6 felt lone, for he went and married 
Sergeant Keen's widow, a Spanish woman, 
who had two hundred doubloons to her 
fortune. They never had but that one 
boy, and he's as much like his uncle Jean 
as a pair of soles are to each other. But 
Dupr6 's rich ; he 's got six verges, besides 
the house he lives in, and a good orchard, 
all his own," said the fisherman, gather- 
ing up his nets, and walking slowly in to 
tea. Aunt Dorothee had just finished 
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flying some fine fish with onions and 
potatoes — a most savoury dish, which the 
hungry fisherman and boys enjoyed with 
a keen relish. 

" I think, uncle," said Jerry, " when I 
go home with Louis by-and-by, we might 
as well go round the rocks by the sheep- 
track, and that '11 bring us to the back of 
Dupr6's house." 

" Oh, yes, do Jerry," said Louis ; " and 
1 11 creep under his wall and whistle ; for 
if Biter hears me, he 11 sure to begin 
chattering and making a noise, because 
he knows my voice anywhere." 

" I 'd advise you, lads, not to venture 
too near the house. Sebastien *s a vicious 
fellow ; and, let him get you once in his 
power, you wouldn't get out again with a 
whole skin, I 'm thinking. I can remem- 
ber when I was a boy what a thrashing 
his father gave me. Why, I thought he 'd 
broken every bone in my body; and just 
because I was humane enough to tdk^ ^ 
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great lumbering clog from oflf his brow- 
beaten jackass. I wasn't much higher 
than this table then," said Uncle Etienne. 

" It 's a most dangerous road, boys, and 
such a long way round ; besides^ Jerry, 
you Ve to be washed and have your hair 
combed. You mustn't go that way to- 
night," said Aunt Dorothee. 

So the boys betook themselves to the 
bay, where they amused themselves in 
making mimic break - waters, building 
bridges and fencing round ponds, to keep 
their captured crabs in, till Aunt Doro- 
thee called them in. 

" Louis, Louis ! I Ve such glorious 
news to tell you," said Antoine Bouchette^ 
seizing him by the arm, and dragging 
him away beyond the hearing of the 
other boys ; " I heard Sebastien tell his 
crony, Jaques Moulins, that he and his 
father were going to Sark to see his great 
uncle, whom they heard was very ill, and 
not likely to live. Now 's our time. We 'U 
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ransack every comer of his place ; for I 
don't care a straw for his old mother ; she 
does nothing but sit poking over the fire 
Edl day, boiling soup for her miserable 
husband; but, mind, don't tell what I've 
said, or Moulins will watch for us." 

And off he ran, leaving Louis to im- 
part the intelligence to his friend, Merry 
Jerry, when the first opportimity should 
occur. 

That night Louis could scarcely sleep 
For joy. The thought of having his fondly- 
loved monkey back again, and seeing him 
3at out of his hand and sit on his shoul- 
der as he used to do, with the exciting 
Einticipation of how Sebastien would look 
when he found he was gone, and what he 
would say and do, expelled sle^p from 
bis eyes ; but his patience was tried longer 
khan he had expected ; for old Dupr6 and 
bis promising son didn't set sail for a 
week ; and then Sebastien managed mat- 
ters so well, that it was thought hfe x^- 
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't was very likely he 'd have it, and that 
made me search his pockets," cried Jerry, 
triumphantly unlocking the door. 

Moulins, as you might easily imagine, 
did not lie very quietly on the ground ; 
he hallooed and screamed as though they 
were ahout to despatch him forthwith. 
Poor Mrs. Dupre was half dead with 
fright. She threw open her window, 
and, putting out her night-capped head, 
began scolding the invaders away, in 
Spanish, with amazing rapidity. Being 
in her night-dress, she could do them no 
further harm. 

" Ah, Madame Dupre, hard words break 
no bones," said Antoine, who was tightly 
holding down his enemy, with the help 
of Jerry ; while Louis and the other boy 
fetched out the monkey. It would have 
rejoiced the heart of every feeling boy to 
have witnessed the leap and scream of 
joy the poor half-starved, beaten, and 
bruised Biter gave on finding himself at 
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liberty once more. He sat on his little 
master's shoulder, trembling and chat- 
tering, as if thanking them for their 
bravery in rescuing him from his 
wretched prison ; and, had any one been 
daring enough to endeavour to dislodge 
him from his seat, they would most as- 
suredly have felt the sharpness of his 
teeth. The boys then got a piece of 
whipcord, and, having tied Moulins' 
hands and feet, they left their crest- 
fallen foe to his fate, and stalked out 
at the front gate with their prize ; but, 
no sooner were they fairly in the road, 
than they set oflf fall gallop to Louis' 
house. The old gentleman came out to 
see what all the noise was about, for the 
excited boys were huzzaing as if they 
had taken a town. All in the house gave 
a hearty welcome to the poor shivering 
animal. 

Louis made him a good bed in the 
chimney-corner, where he ate till he was 



88 LOUIS MATHIEU ; 

satisfied, which was not very soon, seeing 
he had heen kept on short rations for 
three weeks. Mrs. Mathieu made all the 
boys stop to breakfast, it being time there 
was no school, the boys being wanted by 
their parents to assist in raking out the 
sea- weed, which is used as manure for the 
land. 

The lacking season is considered a 
most jovial time by old and young ; and, 
as it does not continue long, these gay 
people contrive to make the most of it. 
No sooner does the tide ebb, than every 
one who can hold a rake sets to work 
right heartily till the flowing tide com- 
pels them to recede. They then sit in 
groups on the beach, eating their lacking- 
cakes, which are baked expressly for the 
occasion, laughing, singing, or gossip- 
ping as they list. Every one who pos- 
sesses a waggon, cart, horse, oxen, or 
donkey, brings them down to the beach, 
and feels perfectly willing to assist his 
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neighbour till all are supplied* These 
happy gatherings, in which labour and 
amusement are so pleasantly commingled, 
take place twice a-year. 

"When the boys re-assembled in their 
old school-room, all feelings of animosity 
had vanished from their hearts against 
their own and Biter's enemy. I suppose 
the fine bracing Atlantic breezes, with 
the many games they had together on the 
beach, soothed it away; even Moulins 
took his seat with a smile, and gave a 
friendly nod to Antoine. Actually, Se- 
bastien's cloudy brow and rigid features 
relaxed for a few minutes ; as to the 
master, he was radiant with smiles, and 
full of jokes, at which every boy was, of 
course, expected to laugh. This peaceful 
state of affairs wae not disturbed for a 
considerable time ; it is true there was a 
temporary outburst, and sundry dark hints 
and threats from the growling Sebastien, 
but most of them ended in empty ^oxxxidj^. 
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"Why, mother," said Louis, looking 
very sober as he sat in the porch, learning 
his lessons ; " do you know it is more 
than three years. since father left home, 
and he did not tell us when he should 
come back, in the last letter ; did he ?" 

" No, my dear ; but I Ve had one from 
him to-day. . Your grandfather brought it 
from the town while you were at school." 

" Oh, dear mother, where is it ? Do 
read it, pray," said Louis, eagerly; but, 
seeing his mother's tears, he added, 
"What is the matter; isn't father well?" 

" Yes, my dear, quite well," replied 
Mrs. Mathieu, drawing the letter out from 
her huge pocket, and drying her eyes; 
" but he 's lost his kind good captain ; he 
was only ill four-and-twenty hours ; and 
the new one appears a very different sort 
of man, so stem, and difficult to please." 

" What ! won't he let father come 
home?" interrupted Louis. 

" My child, you must not expect to see 
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him yet, for his captain has received 
orders to hold himself in readiness to 
sail for China, in . order to defend the 
British merchants, if there should be an 
outbreak; and I don't suppose he will 
return under three years," said Mrs. Ma- 
thieu, in a tremulous voice. 

" I shall be nearly ten, then ; and 
Blanche. and Eose will be six; how sur- 
prised dear father willbe to see us all 
grown such great children ! How I wish 
the time would fly faster ! I long to see 
him again so much.'* . 
• " You should not wish that, my dear, 
even though it be to see your beloved 
father; but try and improve every mo- 
ment as it passes, for you know not how 
short your life may be, and we must not 
be too confident in anticipating events 
which cannot take place for so long a 
time, and when they do, our joy may be 
tempered by some unexpected sorrow," 
replied his mother. 
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The next evening, as Louis was gather- 
ing up his traps to return home, Jerry 
whispered in his ear, •* Come, be quick, 
my good fellow ; I want you to go with 
me to Widow Mauger's ; aunt wants her 
to help wash to-morrow, because she 
burnt her hand, and can't do it herself." 

Louis, having made a low congS to the 
master, soon overtook his friend. 

" Aunt 's bought me a new jacket and 
hat for Sunday, and I 'm going to have a 
pair of trousers made out of uncle's 
second best ones. Aunt wanted to have 
two pair cut out of *em, but Uncle Etienne 
said he was sure, tall as I am, there 
couldn't be cloth enough in his one pair 
of old ones, to make me two good new 
ones ; and it 's aunt's fault that my trou- 
sers are always shorter than other boys'," 
said Jerry, looking very disconcerted. 

"I can't think who's throwing stones 
at us," said Louis, stopping and looking 
back. 
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" I don*t see a living being," replied 
Jerry ; though both instinctively quick- 
ened their pace, talking away, of that 
never-failing topic of conversation, school 
and the school-boys, when down came 
half-a-dozen stones, some not very small 
ones, either. 

" Halloo ! this must be some of Sebas- 
tien's tricks,*' said Louis ; " but he 's been 
very good-tempered with us all day ; have 
you offended him, Jerry ? " 

" No, not that I know of; besides, he 
went home with Moulins. How very odd ! 
It must be a bit of the rock tumbling 
down, for I can*t see a creature near us,** 
said Jerry, looking frightened. 

*'I wish we were out of this narrow 
path, with nothing but the sea on one 
side, and these great rocks on the other ; 
I always like a broad place, where I can 
run,** said Louis. 

" Stop,*' cried Jerry, laying hold of his 
arm ; " don*t you see that head iwsA. 
peering over the top of that rock?'' 
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" Yes ; but how could anybody without 
wings get up there ? " asked Louis. 

A maniacal laugh silenced the boys, 
who sheltered their heads from the shower 
of stones, under a projection in one of the 
rocks. 

" 1 11 tell you who it is," said Jerry, 
turning very pale ; " it 's Nurse Collins's 
crazy son, Eob ; she lives somewhere 
near here. I met him the other day, 
when I was coming from town with An- 
toine, and he kept making such faces at 
us, that I felt quite in a rage, and so I 
heaved a stone at him ; it struck his nose, 
and made it bleed, but I don't think he 
was hurt much. Antoine declared he 'd 
never forget who did it, and would have 
his revenge the first opportunity." 

" I 'm very sorry you were so cruel to a 
poor mad boy. I could not possibly have 
believed you would have done such a 
thing, Jerry," said Louis, in a tonfe of 
great disappointment. 
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"And I'm sorry enough, too, now, 
Louis, though I 'd sooner stand a good 
drubbing from half-witted Eob than see 
you look so sad. I '11 never be so wicked 
again," said Jerry, throwing his arm 
round his friend's neck ; " and you won't 
think bad of me, will you, Louis ? for I 
love you better than anybody else in the 
world, and I couldn't bear you not to like 
me." And the tears began to fill his eyes. 

** Hush ! " whispered Louis. 

The boys held their breath, for they 
heard a stealthy step approaching, and 
the next moment the sickening laugh of 
idiotism echoed through the rocks. 

" Now, Louis," said Jerry, whose 
courage always rose as the danger in- 
creased, '* it 's through me we 've got 
into this scrape, so I '11 bear the brunt 
of the battle ; you take care of yourself, 
and don't think of me." 

" I '11 go and meet him, and give him 
this apple ; for I 've heard that cracky 
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folks will make peace with you if you *re 
kind to them," said Louis, stepping 
forward. 

But the poor idiot boy was nearer than 
they expected, having just concealed him- 
self behind the rock in which they had 
taken refuge, and, only seeing Louis, he 
did not move ; but when Jerry ventured to 
advance, he leaped from his hiding-place 
with the boimd of a tiger, his eyes glaring 
frightfully, as if ready to start from their 
sockets, and his great mouth open as if to 
swallow the trembling Jerry, whom he 
seized by the hair of his head and 
dragged to a terrific precipice, which was 
eighty feet above the level of the sea, 
holding him over the yawning chasm, and 
shaking him to and fro with unnatural 
strength, uttering all the while hideous 
yells of triumph. 

Louis, seeing the murderous intent of 
the enraged idiot, and the dreadful death 
which threatened his dearly-loved school^ 
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fellow, seized the maniac by the long tails 
of his coat, and, in the most impassioned 
manner, entreated for the life of his 
friend ; but the mad creature heeded him 
not, but dragged him after him to the 
very brink of the gulf. Lguis, finding 
tears and entreaties were of no avail, 
bethought himself of his old silver watch 
and chain, which his grandfather had 
given him that morning, and for which 
he had cut many an extra pile of peat ; 
quick as thought he caught it out of his 
pocket, and holding it in the sun, that its 
rays might make it look the brighter, he 
showed the furious lunatic the shining 
prize, telling him it should be his if he 
would place the shrieking Jerry safely on 
the narrow path again. Seeing the gay toy, 
the idiot laughed and made a catch at it, 
but Louis held it tightly. At last, finding 
he must either restore his captive or lose 
the glittering watch, he threw Jerry, with 
savage cruelty, on the sharp TOCiks^ \ 
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snatching the coveted treasure from 
Louis' hand, he climbed the towering 
heights with the skill of a chamois, and 
was soon out of sight. 

Jerry had fainted while held suspended 
over the gloomy abyss, and now lay with 
his eyes closed, the blood gushing from 
his nose and ears. Poor Louis, seeing 
his helpless condition, gave vent to his 
over - wrought feelings in a flood of 
tears. 

**0h, Jerry," said Louis, seeing his 
bleeding friend open his eyes, " I '11 run 
back and find some one to carry you 
home." 

" No, no ! " said Jerry, faintly, " don't 
leave me here, near that awful place. I 
feel as if I were dashing against its sides 
now ;" and his limbs shuddered convul- 
sively. 

" Then you must get on my back, and 
I *11 carry you on to Molly Mauger's cot- 
tage, that 's not a great way ; but pray get 
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up, if you ean ; I 'm so afraid the mad 
creature should come back again," said 
Louis, trying to lift the poor boy from the 
ground. 

At length Louis succeeded in carrying 
Jerry, by slow stages, and after many 
hauls-to for breath, to Molly's house. 

" What, in the name of wonders," cried 
the worthy woman, " have you lads been 
at fighting ? For shame, I thought you 
knew better. Louis, your good mother 
never taught you to do such things, I 'm 
sure." 

" We haven't been fighting, Mrs. 
Mauger, and I hope we shall never be so 
wicked ; but we 've met Nurse Collins's 
mad son Rob on the rocks, and he 's been 
treating poor Jerry very badly ; indeed, I 
was afraid he would have killed him," said 
Louis. 

" Ah, that poor fellow ought not to be 
allowed to roam at large ; he ^s grown a 
powerful young man now, and might do 
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any one a sight of mischief ; for he takes 
such odd spite against people," said 
Molly, fetching some vinegar and water 
to hathe Jerry's head with. 

The wounded boy was obliged to re- 
main for some hours at the cottage. 
When left alone with Louis, he wept to 
think how sinful he had been in wantonly 
injuring an unfortunate being bereft of 
the blessed gift of reason. Surely such 
an aflBiction ought to have called forth his 
deepest sympathy, and made him bear 
patiently the rude grimaces of the poor 
lunatic ; and God will certainl}'^ punish 
those who inflict needless pain on these 
helpless ones. Every truly brave-hearted 
boy would feel it his duty to protect these 
imhappy sufferers from the cruel taunts 
and wicked behaviour of those who would 
insult them. Jerry felt he justly deserved 
the pain he endured, but his repentance 
for his fault was sincere and lasting, as 
he was never again known to treat any 
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one with unkindness, but would stand 
forth as the champion of the smallest of 
his schoolfellows if he saw them treated 
unjustly. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

;HE three years which Louis 
thought would be so te- 
JipS|^i|^ dious soon sped away, and 
L'^J^U^LrZ, the long - anticipated and 
anxiously-desired return of 
the brave Pierre to the bosom of his 
family was now daily expected. Every 
preparation was made which their loving 
hearts could devise, to show how ardently 
they loved him, and how they longed to 
express their gratitude for his self-denying 
perils and wearisome toils endured on 
their behalf. Louis set to work to dig 
the garden and trim the flower-borders, 
while his little sisters made war on the 
weeds in the paths. Then the grand- 
father whitewashed the large kitchen and 
other rooms ; he also had the front of the 
house newly painted. Neither was Mrs. 
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Mathieu idle ; she, with the good dame's 
and Molly's assistance, had a large wash 
and scoured every room. Louis did not 
forget to give Dobbin's stable and Smug- 
gler's kennel a thorough cleaning, bestow- 
ing on the latter a bright coat of green 
paint, which made it look so gay the poor 
fellow hardly knew liis old house again. 
With what admiration did the children 
view their renovated home, and what 
exquisite pleasure filled theii- young 
hearts in thinking what their father 
would say, and how he would praise 
them for their share in the labour ! 

It was on a very sultry afternoon that 
Dame Mathieu, after putting away her 
irons and wiping the perspiriation from 
her brow, said, in a desponding tone, " I 
never felt the heat so great in my life 
before; I'm afraid we shall have a ter- 
rible thunder-storm. Oh ! how I wish 
our poor son was at home." 

" Ah ! you are always too anxious, %.vl^ 
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apt to look on the dark side of things/' 
replied her husband. " Now, I was just 
thinking how beautifully the clouds were 
passing off." 

" Well, I 've been very nerrous these 
last few days, and can't help being low- 
spirited," rejoined the old dame, bursting 
into tears. 

" Yes you can, Maud," replied her hus- 
band. " If you had more faith in God, 
you would cheerfully leave our boy in 
His hands, and not fret yourself about 
him so." 

On Mrs. Mathieu's entering the room, 
the old people ceased to talk on the same 
subject, not wishing to raise what they 
hoped would be needless fears in her 
mind. 

" Father will be home to-morrow, and 
then I shall have to put his cup and 
saucer on the tray," said the blooming 
little Rose, who was busily laying the tea. 

" And I shall put his chair just here," 
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said the flaxen-haired Blanche, 'Mhat he 
may look all the time at my beautiful 
lilies, and how pleased he '11. be with the 
garters I 've knitted for him. I shall put 
them on the table, that he may examine 
them first, before he sees anything else." 

" But he won't be half so pleased with 
the garters as he will be with my copy- 
books, for I 've taken such pains to do 
them well, and the master says I write a 
capital hand for my age," said Louis. 

Thus pleasantly passed the evening, 
each one endeavouring to outvie the other 
in displaying their attachment to the long- 
absent one. At the close of the day, when 
this little family knelt around the domestic 
altar, with lowly hearts, to thank their 
Heavenly Protector for his watchful care 
of them through another day, they did not 
forget to entreat that God, in his infinite 
mercy, would give the winds and the 
waves charge concerning those who were 
still on the stormy deep. 
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The clock just struck twelTe when a 
load clap of thunder aroused Louis firom 
his slumher. He was surprised to hear 
his mother's voice, with those of his 
grandparents, in the kitchen below ; but 
this unusual circumstance was soon ex- 
plained, for as Louis huiriedly dressed 
himself he could distinctly hear, during a 
lull in the storm, a report of a minute- 
gun — the dismal notice of a ship in 
danger. Li a few minutes he was hast- 
ing, with his trembling mother and 
grandfather, with many of their neigh- 
bours, to the beach ; but in vain did 
their weeping eyes try to pierce the in- 
tense darkness ; nothing could they see 
nor hear save the fearfiil lashing and 
roaring of the angry waves. At length 
another gun was fired, and then another, 
in quick succession, telling the listening 
group of the devoted crew's imminent 
peril. And now their worst fears were 
raised, for from the direction in which 
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the gons were fired it was conjectnred it 
most proceed from the homeward-bound 

vessel of Captain F , in which was 

poor Pierre. Fires were lighted on the 
heights to warn them frt)m the hidden 
rocks, and, if possible, to direct them to 
the sheltering harbour. Four brave young 
sailors volunteered to put out to sea, and 
endeavour to rescue, at least, some of the 
drowning crew ; but their boat was no 
sooner lanched on the raging billows 
than it was capsized, and the poor 
fellows narrowly escaped the death they 
were so anxious to save their fellow- 
creatures from. 

Oh ! what anguish wrung the heart of 
the gentle, loving wife as, in silent 
agony, she clung to the cold, hard rock. 
She felt not the pelting storm, nor shud- 
dered at the awful thunder peals, for 
her thoughts were in that sinking ship, 
which held within its creaking timbers 
the beloved husband of her youth and 
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the devoted father of her hapless children. 
Louis stood weeping by her side, his 
heart riven with alternate hope and fear, 
as ever and anon the report of the alarm- 
gun, or a rocket shot up fSrom the labour- 
ing vessel, reached their listening ears. 
His aged grandfather stood with clasped 
hands, silently, but not less fervently, 
imploring aid from Him who alone 
could vouchsafe it in this hour of awful 
need. 

Seeing, by the light which yet glimmered 
from the heaving ship, she was approach- 
ing nearer to the shore, hope spread her 
fluttering wings in each despairing heart ; 
but it was only to be quenched in deeper 
gloom. One rocket more, it was their 
last, threw its faint light upon the 
watery world, and then all was stilL 
With what breathless silence did the 
pale watchers listen to catch any sound 
which might proceed from the doomed 
ship ; but naught could they hear, save 



OK, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 109 

the dashing of the waves against the 
breakers. 

When the first break of day lent its 
feeble light to reveal the desolation around 
them, were heard, above the din and roar 
of the elements, the wild heart-rending 
shrieks of those brave sons of the sea 
baffling with the King of Terrors, and 
vainly striving to reach the friendly shore. 
With what horror did each look upon his 
helpless neighbour, as if to chide him 
for his inability to rescue their drowning 
friends. One towering wave, with dread 
haste, approached the shore ; upon its 
heaving bosom lay the form of one whose 
manly limbs had striven with desperate 
courage to breast each cruel wave. Every 
hand instantly seized the rope, and not 
a few dashed far into the spray, with 
loud calls of encouragement, bidding the 
poor sujBTerer seize the other end ; but no 
voice responded to their eager entreaties ; 
and then, as if in defiance of theix ^mti^ 
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eflForts to save the dying one, bore back 
the body, then with a sullen moan it 
seemed to toll his funeral requiem, and 
then rolled onward, washing the dead 
father to the feet of his only son. 

Was it for such a meeting as this 
they had hoped and patiently waited 
through six long years ? was it for this 
they had gaUy decorated their beloved 
home, to which they were now bearing 
the long-expected one, a cold and stif- 
fened corpse? 

Such were the bitter murmurings of 
poor Louis' heart, as he followed the re- 
mains of his beloved father to the weeping 
ones they had left behind ; but his rebel- 
lious heart had forgotten that God's ways 
are always right, and though we may not 
understand now why He removes our 
loving parents and kind friends, yet it is 
in love and in mercy to draw us more 
closely to Himself. 

The pious grandfather and the afflicted 
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widow found that religion could soothe 
and sustain them even under this heavy 
bereavement : but the poor Dame grieved 
long for her son, and refused to be com- 
forted ; but they had not only to mourn 
the loss of so good a son and excellent 
a father, but they had also lost his kind 
support. 

Deep sympathy was felt for the sorrow- 
ing family, and some little addition to 
their father's wages was made by a few 
friends, who sincerely respected and 
deeply deplored the brave Pierre's un- 
timely end. They had now, therefore, to 
contend with comparative poverty ; and 
Louis resolved, if it were possible, he 
at least would lighten the burden of grief 
which he saw his mother (though she 
never complained) had to bear. 

" Dear mother," said Louis, one even- 
ing, as they were seated alone in the 
little arbour, " you know I am twelve 
years old, and strong and tall for lo.^ 
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age. Don't you think I could get some 
employment ? It would be such a help to 
you and grandfather, if I could bring home 
a little money every Saturday evening." 

"Yes, my dear," replied his mother, 
" but I had hoped to have seen you 
something better than a day-labourer ; I 
should like to have you apprenticed to 
some respectable trade, though now we *ve 
lost your precious father's support, I 
fear we shall not be able to pay a pre- 
mium for you to learn one. But the only 
plan I can think of for the present is, 
that you must remain at school one year 
longer, and continue to learn very dili- 
gently during that time. I will try every 
means to procure a situation suited to 
your age, and I have no doubt that 
He who provides for the widow and 
fatherless will not be unmindful of us, 
my dear child, and enable you to gain a 
honest livelihood in some way or other," 
said his mother, in a cheerful tone. 
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Since their great affliction Louis* heart 
seemed bonnd by closer and stronger 
ties to his kindred; he felt as if it de- 
volved on him to take the place of his 
departed father, and only too happy 
woold he have been could he have toiled 
for them as he had done ; but it is not 
much a boy of twelve can do for the 
support of a family, though all can follow 
Louis' example, in endeavouring to lessen 
the labour of their parents, or in striving 
to make their homes a paradise of peace, 
in which no jarring words, nor sullen, dis- 
obedient conduct, shall ever cause a shade 
of grief to pass over the countenances of 
their friends, or occasion the deep-drawn 
sigh to be heaved from the bosom of 
their anxious relatives. Louis rose every 
morning at five, lighted the fire, and 
hung the kettle on the trivet ; he would 
then take his pail and milk Lilly, after 
tethering her in the little meadow; he 
would fetch in a sufficient quantity oi 

1. % 
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turf for the day, and indeed he would 
work so hard that his good grandfather 
declared he left him nothing to do ; then 
in the evening he taught his little sisters 
to write and cipher, for their mother was 
now too poor to send them to school, and 
this he did with great patience and gen- 
tleness, not teasing or behaving in a 
domineering, unamiable manner towards 
them, as some boys are apt to do. 

Louis' time being thus fuUy occupied, 
it was not likely he would become the 
companion of idle and mischievous boys, 
and so he was preserved from falling into 
those sins which the evil example of 
others might easily have led him, had he 
been imemployed ; but he still loved a 
game of leap-frog and bandy with his 
friend Jerry, whom he dearly loved, but 
this enjoyment was not to continue long. 

" Do you know," said Jerry, one Sun- 
day morning, as he overtook Louis com- 
ing from church, " that I*m going to sea 
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in a fortnight ; uncle's been long looking 
out for a berth, and now he 's found me 
one." 

Louis* heart sank within him, he did 
not know how much he loved merry 
Jerry tiU he was about to lose him ; and 
the thought that he, too, might share the 
tragic fate of both their fathers, made 
him shudder. 

" Oh, Jerry, can't your uncle find you 
some other employment ? are you obhged 
to go to sea? It seems as if I should 
never see you again, if you do," said Louis. 

" Well, Louis, you know I always loved 
the sea, I don't think I could take kindly 
to any other employment ; besides, I 've 
such a longing to see foreign lands, and 
feel as if I couldn't live cooped up in 
this little island always; though, to be 
sure, a sailor's life's not all sunshine, as 
my uncle tells me, and my poor father 
and two uncles were all drowned ; indeed, 
except the womenfolk, I don't think «av^ 
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of our family died a natural death/' said 
Jerry, carelessly. 

" I wish, dear Jerry, you would think 
more seriously of death. I didn't use to 
care, myself, about such things till dear 
father was drowned, and then I thought 
if it were so dreadful to be separated 
from him in this life only, what should I 
feel if I were parted from him eternally; 
because I knew father was a true Chris- 
tian, and safely moored in the haven of 
rest. I felt I did not love the Saviour 
supremely, but had hard thoughts about 
his dealings to us ; this made me very 
miserable, till mother talked to me of the 
amazing love of the Redeemer in sacri* 
ficing his life for my sins ; she bid me 
believe in Him alone, and not trust to 
anything which I might think good in 
myself, and then I should surely meet 
my father again in that land — 

" Where not a wave of trouble rolls 
Across his peaceful breast," 
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said Louis, drawing his coat-sleeve across 
his eyes. 

" It 's true, Louis, I don't think about 
these things as I ought, though I mean 
to when I get on board ship, and I shall 
then try and be like you ; for I *m sure 
there must be something very good in 
religion, for it makes people so kind ; 
even Sebastien said, the other day, you 
were the best-natured boy in the whole 
school, and would lend him a pencil when 
nobody else would " 

"And what ship are you going in?" 
asked Louis, interrupting his friend. 

" Oh, uncle 's foimd me a place for three 
years in a man-of-war. I shall have a 
good time of it there, for there's so many 
men they don't work the boys much, 
uncle says ; and I shall have to leave here 
by the ' Atalanta,' for my ship *s at Ports- 
mouth ; it 's called the * Terrible,* and is 
the largest in the navy ; so you needn't 
be afrtdd of my being drowned, Loui^," 
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said Jerry, throwing his arms affection- 
ately round his friend's neck. 

" Does your uncle know what sort of a 
gentleman the captain is? for I 've heard 
that some commanders are dreadfully 
cruel, and use the cat-o'-nine-tails unmer- 
cifully," said Louis, hoping to deter 
Jerry from running the risk of feeling its 
weight. 

" Uncle doesn't know much about him 
himself, but a^^boatswain from the ' Ter- 
rible' came home to see his mother, who 
lives at Catal, and he said the captain 
was strict, but very just, and never allowed 
afellowtobe flogged without he thoroughly 
deserved it," replied Jerry. 

" How very dull I shall be without you, 
Jerry ; but we will be as much together 
as we possibly can before you sail," re- 
plied Louis, leading the way into the 
house. 

That afternoon Jerry spent with his 
tnend Louis, and Mrs. Mathieu endea- 
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Tonred, in her own simple way, to teach 
him the first principles of the gospel ; for 
though Jerry conld read, write, and cipher 
exceedingly well, he knew bat little of the 
Bible, except the history of Joseph, which 
his ancle regalarly read all throagh every 
Sabbath evening to his listening sister 
and nephew. 

Jerry was early at school on Monday 
morning, imparting the astounding news 
of his departure to his wondering school- 
fellows ; none said they were glad of it, 
and the little boys, to whom he had always 
been a staunch friend, declared they 'd 
sooner every other boy in the school had 
left, Louis excepted, than merry Jerry. 

That fortnight seemed the shortest 
Louis and Jerry had ever known : the two 
friends walked slowly to the pier, but 
talked little ; for their young hearts were 
full of sorrow at the thought of being 
separated, they knew not how long, from 
each other. Aunt Dorothea and Uii<^l& 
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Etienne, with a truck on which was Jerry's 
box, followed at a short distance, not 
wishing to interrupt the last conversation 
the boys might have together ; for they 
well knew how fondly they had loved each 
other for many years, nor had they ever 
been known to disagree, and now their 
hearts seemed bound closer together than 
ever. 

" Dear Jerry," said Louis, as he pulled 
a small well-kept Bible from his pocket, 
** you must keep this little book for my 
sake; and you *11 read it, won't you, when- 
ever you can find time ? for, oh, Jerry, I 
think I should not feel half so sad, even 
were you to go half over the world, and I 
did not see you for years, if you did but 
love the Saviour ; for then I should know 
your soul was safe, whatever might become 
of your body." 

Jerry did not answer, though he took 
the book and held Louis' hand as if he 
could never let it go» while the tears ran 
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fast and man j down his cheeks ; the boat 
being ready, he with his friends rowed off 
from the pier to reach the vessel, which 
lay in the roadstead. When Jerry saw 
lionis and his relatives leaving the ship, 
his brave heart fidled him ; he threw his 
arms round Louis* neck, and declared he 
could never, never leave him, and that he 
would return home again with his uncle. 
In vain the sailors joked and jeered at 
him, asking what sort of a tar he was 
going to make, and that he 'd better peti- 
tion the king for leave to carry his kin in 
his ship with him ; but Jerry remained 
inconsolable; he stood watching the 
little boat which contained all he loved 
on earth till he could see them no longer. 
Lonely indeed did Louis feel the next 
morning, as he trod the old familiar road, 
every tree and stone of which seemed to 
remind him of bis absent companion ; and 
when at school, how did he miss the witty 
jokes and merry laugh of the good-tem.- 
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pered, jovial Jerry, who always sat next 
to him. Louis felt he could never love 
another boy as he had him ; the play- 
ground even appeared changed now, and 
he seldom remained to have a game with 
the boys, but hastened home to his mother 
and sisters. 

It was about two months after Jerry 
had left, as Louis was returning from his 
Aunt Margery's, where he had been to 
carry some butter, and just as he was 
crossing a narrow path which led him 
more quickly to his home, that he wis 
startled by hearing a voice calling out to 
him, " Can you tell us the nearest way to St. 
Peter le Port, my good boy ?" and looking 
up, there he saw sitting perched on the 
top of a rock, an elderly gentleman with 
his hat off; his thin grey hair was parted 
smoothly over his broad high forehead, 
and there was an expression of great be- 
nevolence in his mild blue eye; by his 
side sat a lady who looked weary, and 
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perhaps not quite so placid as her hus- 
band; on her shoulder reclined a thin, 
pale boy about fourteen years of age. 

Louis instantly stopped, and making a 
low bow, replied : — 

" The nearest way into town, sir, would 
be for you to turn back about half-a-mile, 
and. then climb " 

" 1 11 climb no more rocks to-day, my 
boy!" interrupted the lady, petulantly; 
"for I'm so tired now I can scarcely 
walk on level ground, much more scramble 
up rocks ; and as to poor Arthur, he says 
his feet are blistered already." 

Louis' eyes fell on the fine clothes of 
the little gentleman, and for a moment he 
could not help contrasting them with his 
own coarse and homely garments ; but as 
he looked at his sweet pale face and large, 
soft, dark eyes, he felt he could love him 
almost as much as his dear Jerry. 

" My dear lad, can't you show us a 
nearer road to the town than the one yovi 
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have mentioned ? for I *m sorry to say, 
we 've lost our way, and have been wan- 
dering about this place for some hours 
without seeing a single individual who 
could direct us." 

" It is at least four miles to St. Peter 
le Port," replied Louis, timidly, " because 
you have come so far out of the right 
road ; but if you would like it, I should 
be very pleased to take you to my mother's 
house — she lives not more than a mile 
from here— and then you could rest; and 
after tea, if you were too tired to walk, 
I*m sure grandfather would drive you 
home in the cart, though it 's a very old 
one," said Louis, blushing. 

"You are very kind, my good boy," 
said the lady, warmly ; " and the bare 
mention of tea makes me feel quite strong 
again." 

" Ah, how I wish my Arthur's cheeks 
were as rosy as yours," said the gentle- 
man, patting Louis' soft face. 
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Arthur limped behindwith Louis, while 
his parents walked on in the front. 

" Are you a Guernsey boy ?" asked 
Arthur; " for you can talk English as well 
as I can/' 

" Yes," replied Louis, " I 'm a native of 
this island ; but my mother is an English- 
woman,^and seldom speaks any other 
language than her own, and that is the 
reason I speak more fluently than most 
of the children here, but my grand- 
parents always talk French. Which 
language do you like the best ?" 

"I can't endure French, it's such a 
trouble to pronounce the words correctly," 
rejoined Arthur. 

"I like French best, it seems more 
natural to me ; but should you like this ? " 
said Louis, putting a large ripe bunch of 
grapes, a gift from his Aunt Margery, into 
Arthur's hand. 

** Oh, thank fyou ; what a beautiful 
bunch ! Look, papa, what this kind boy 

^ % 
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has given me/' said Arthur, who, being 
an only child, was delighted to have a 
young companion. He asked a nmnber 
of questions respecting Louis' home, to 
which he was quite as willing to answer, 
and gave Arthur such a glowing descrip- 
tion of Smuggler, Dobbin, and Biter*s odd 
tricks, that he forgot his lameness in his 
eagerness to reach the house. 

"That's my home, yonder, on that 
hill," said Louis^ his eyes brightening, 
and with something akin to pride in his 
heart. 

"Oh, what a pretty house!" exclaimed 
his new friends in a breath. "It has 
been your privilege to be bom in one of 
nature's choicest spots, and I hope you 
frequently raise your thoughts from the 
beautie's with which you are surrounded, 
to Him who is the author of them, my 
dear child ?" said the gentleman, turning 
to Louis. . 

" This is indeed a beautiful world, sir," 
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replied Lotus; **biit I dfmt tbink we 
should leam mach aboat God 60111 it 
alone ; it is the BiUe which teaches us 
most of his chancier/' 

^ Yon are ri^t» mv boy ; study your 
Bible^ it is a better book than nature,'* 
said the gentleman. 

Louis stepped forward and unlatched 
the gate ; he then hastened in» and whis- 
pered to his mother the reason why he 
had brought such uneiq>ected visitors. 

Mrs. Mathieu most cheerfully welcomed 
the strangers. They had been waiting 
tea for Louis, and all that they required 
was three extra cups and saucers, which 
the shy Blanche soon placed on the tray. 

The lady could not speak enough in 
praise of Dame Mathieu's beautiful yellow 
butter and wholesome brown breads while 
the gentleman averred he had never seen 
his son eat so heartily before. 

'' Because I never eat anything so good 
as these nice apple-cakes," replied Arthur. 
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After tea, Louis and his sisters took 
their young visitor into the yard to have 
a game with Biter, and it was long before 
his parents could persuade him it was 
time to return to their temporary home 
at the Marine Hotel ; at last he consented 
to accompany them, provided Louis would 
go part of the way. 

Good old Grandfather Mathieu brought 
Dobbin out of the stable, and lifting him 
on his back, led him all the way into town ; 
and this he did from true kindness, for 
the old gentleman would have scorned to 
receive a single franc for his hospitality 
and trouble. 

" I will come again and see you very 
frequently," said Arthur, as he kissed 
Louis' little sisters again and again. 

And he kept his promise, too, for during 
the month his parents remained in the 
island there was scarcely a day passed in 
which he did not spend several hours of 
it with his new friend. These were 
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happy days. Arthur would sit and sing ; 
and, oh^ he had a voice sweeter than the 
softest notes played by the passing winds 
on an ^olian harp, while Louis would 
take sketches for him, for he could draw 
exceedingly well ; and thus would they 
spend many a delightful hour, seated 
imder the shade of some overhanging 
rock. Sometimes Blanche and Bose 
would bring their knitting and Smuggler, 
who did not always relish his cruise in 
the sea after a stick or a stone. 

" Here 's that gentleman and his boy 
been to call after Louis again," said 
Dame Mathieu, in a tone of high dis~ 
pleasure, to her gentle daughter-in-law, 
one evening ; adding, " what *s the use of 
putting one*s-self out of the way for 
strangers who go away and never think 
any more about you. For my part, I 'm 
quite tired of seeing them here so often. 
Louis shouldn't have invited people he 
knew nothing of, in the first place ; that 
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boy 11 never be worth a sou, he 's too 
good-natured by half;" the old lady took 
up her knitting, and seated herself in the 
porch, in none of the best of humours. 

" Well, mother," replied Mrs. Mathieu, 
" it seems to do that poor delicate-looking 
boy good to roam about with Louis ; and 
though their acquaintance may never be 
beneficial to us, yet if we can only render 
a child's life more happy, we ought to 
endeavour to do so ; I don't fancy he 11 
live long, though his father says he's 
much stronger than when he first brought 
him to the island." 

Their conversation was interrupted by 
the entrance of the gentleman, who asked 
leave to rest himself while his son was at 
play in the little meadow with Louis and 
his sisters. 

" Yours must be an enviable old age, 
Mrs. Mathieu," said Mr. Darwen (for that 
was the English gentleman's name), seat- 
ing himself on the opposite side of the 
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porch ; " you and your good husband are 
surrounded with many blessings, and not 
the least must be your excellent daughter- 
in-law, who appears to attend to your 
comfort with true filial love ; and as to 
your grandchildren, I*m sure I never 
knew such obedient, affectionate crea- 
tures." 

" Ah, true, sir," replied the dame ; 
" but I Ve had my trials, sir, and some 
very great ones. It was an awful thing 
for these old eyes to look upon my only 
son, a robust young man, full of health, 
and only five-and-thirty years of age, to 
be cut off in the midst of his days, his 
poor body washed almost, as one may 
say, to his own door. Ah, sir, I shall 
never, never get over that sight, sir," 
said the poor dame, weeping bitterly. 

" But your son, I Ve heard, had long 
cast anchor upon that Bock of ages, that 
refuge of the soul which never faileth ; 
and though his body was wrecked, yow 
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have the unutterable consolation of know- 
ing his soul was safely landed in the port 
of heaven." 

"Ah, it*s very easy for those to talk 
who haven't known such sorrow ; but I 
shall never get over it, it *s no use trying 
to comfort me, as I tell my old man, it 
only makes me worse,'' said the old lady, 
still weeping. 

The next week Arthur and his parents 
bade adieu to Louis and his friends, and 
while doing so, Arthur presented Louis 
with a beautiful miniature of himself, set 
in a costly frame. Louis had no rich 
present to give his friend, but a pretty 
drawing of " Les Trois Vues," executed 
with the greatest care, displaying much 
taste and native genius ; this simple gift 
was more highly prized by Arthur than 
all the presents given to him by his 
other companions, however expensive, for 
he felt Louis' was the gift of love. 

Mrs. Mathieu had long been anxiously 
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tn search of a suitable situation for her 
son, bnt her efforts had been totally nn- 
Buccessful in the island; she therefore 
vn'ote, though most reluctantly, to her 
brother, who resided in the city of Bristol. 
He had been neither a dutiful son nor 
kind brother; but he had a good business, 
and one to which Louis had a particular 
desire to be apprenticed to, being that of 
a chemist and druggist. After a few 
weeks' delay, Mrs. Mathieu received an 
inswer to her letter, stating her brother's 
willingness to receive her son without a 
premium for the term of five years. The 
mother's heart throbbed violently as she 
thought of the long separation from her 
emly son ; but painful as she knew it must 
be, yet it would be still more so to see 
bim grow up in idleness, without the 
means of providing for himself. For one 
week did his parents carefully, and with 
many prayers that they might be guided 
iright, consider the answer they ^VicyoX^. 
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return ; after much deliberation, and with 
the advice of their clergyman, they con- 
sented to the brother s proposal. 

A month seemed a short time for all 
the preparations which were to be made 
for Louis' departure ; his sister's little 
fingers worked nimbly at his new shirts, 
and the good dame almost forgot her 
sorrow, in her desire to complete his two 
dozen of stockings. Louis tried to bear 
up patiently for his mother's sake, but 
when he retired to bed at night, he would 
often weep for hours, thinking of the 
dreaded future; not that he feared 
the toil he might have to endure, — he 
was willing to labour even beyond his 
strength for those he loved, — but to go 
amongst strangers, to leave far behind 
him the loved home of his childhood, and 
those cherished ones dear to him as his 
very soul — ^for he was a boy of strong 
affections — was a thought too bitter to be 
dwelt upon, though in these midnight 
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hours they would intrude and fill poor 
Louis' soul with intense grief; during 
the day, he concealed his sorrows even 
under the veil of cheerfulness, lest it 
should distress. his beloved relatives, and 
applied himself diligently to his Latin 
books ; but when the dreaded day actually 
arrived, and his aged grandfather, with an 
overflowing heart, fervently commended 
him to the care of Him who has promised 
to be a " Father to the fatherless," then 
Louis felt it was religion alone which 
could sustain him in the conmfg trial. 

But I will not detail the sorrow of 
these loving ones as they embraced each 
other on the pier, nor Louis' grief as 
he stood on the deck watching his beau- 
tiful island, with the guardian fort of 
St. George, recede from his view ; but we 
will follow his widowed mother returning 
to her home, robbed now of two of its 
brightest ornaments ; she with her twin 
daughters silently wept as they trod their 
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homeward way ; then the mother, unable 
longer to proceed, sat on the moss- 
covered bank, and gave free vent to her 
grief. 

" Oh mother, dear, do not cry so," said 
the loving Blanche; " God will take care 
of our dear Louis," and the tender-hearted 
girl's own tears prevented her uttering 
more. 

Had you but witnessed the sorrow of 
that devoted mother, and the agony of grief 
which seemed about to rend her gende 
heart at parting from her only son, you 
would have been able to form some idea 
of the depth of a pious mother's love; 
and surely after such a. sight, you would 
never by one word of disrespect, nor by 
any cold and selfish conduct on your part, 
wring the spirit of her who watched over 
you during your feeble infancy, and ceases 
not to follow you with her prayer. 

How strange the house seemed without 
Louis; Smuggler walked about with his 
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tail down, snnffed in every comer in a 
Tain search for his young master; the 
poUy refused to talk for several weeks, 
and Biter bit every one who came near 
him ; the poor grandfather, when he came 
down stairs in the morning, foimd no 
lighted fire nor kettle boiling; he was 
obliged to milk Lilly and feed Dobbin 
himself, however painful his rheumatics 
might be, for his little granddaughters 
were not strong enough to assist him in 
these things; and oh, how they missed his 
cheerful voice and merry whistle; his 
sisters had no one to teach them now, 
they must learn alone, and work in their 
little garden alone too, for they had no 
longer a kind brother to wheel away the 
stones for them. 

But if Louis were missed at home, he 
was equally so at school; the master said 
he had lost his right-hand boy now Louis 
Mathieu was gone, and many of the little 
boys cried when they thought of t\i^ ^xxsdl^ 
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he had taught them to work so correctly; 
for Louis was not like some hig boys who 
will take the slate from a small one, rather 
than be teased with his importunities, and 
work it completely for him, without show- 
ing him the way to do it himself, their 
false kindness doing the recipient of it . 
more harm than good, as it deprives him 
of that self-reliance which every child 
should acquire ; besides, it often leads to 
much deceit, in endeavouring to conceal 
the matter from the master. Every boy 
in the school felt he had lost a friend, and 
even Sebastien declared he was glad he 
should soon leave now, for the school- 
room didn't seem half so cheerfril since 
Louis was gone. 

I wonder, if my dear young reader were 
to quit his home, if his relatives and 
friends would feel the deep regret, and 
miss his many acts of kindly service, as 
the kindred of Louis Mathieu did, or 
whether his young schoolfellows would 
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feel they had lost a friend. If some mys- 
terious voice whispers, No, I hope and 
trust he will forthwith commence follow- . 
ing the example of Louis, in endeavouring 
to make every one happy; for in so doing 
he will find he is not only the bestower, 
but the recipient of happiness; for the 
generous boy in making glad the hearts 
of those around him, feels an inward 
satisfaction, in which the selfish can never 
participate. 




CHAPTER V. 

^^^T was one of Eng- 
land's misty, drizzly days, that 
Louis stood under the archway 
of an inn yard, at Bristol, with 
ihis box at his feet, having dis- 
charged his coach fare, and giving 
the covetous driver his accus- 
tomed shilling; he was perfectly perplexed 
how to proceed next; he watched the 
hundreds of careful, business-like coun- 
tenances which hurried by, with their 
dripping umbrellas over their heads ; but 
of all those many faces, not one turned to 
give a smile or friendly greeting to the 
lone, fatherless boy, who had entered their 
city for the first time. Louis felt himself 
a stranger in a strange land indeed. The 
sight of such a multitude of people, not 
one of whom lie co\]lA claim as a neigh- 
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bour or friend, bewildered him; he won- 
dered where the busy throng were all 
posting, where their homes could possibly 
be; but one desire filled the heart of 
Louis above all others, it was this, — Oh, 
that I could return, yes, this very day, 
back, back to my own dear home; then 
he thought of the poverty of his purse, 
which did not contain sufficient to enable 
him to do so, and also that it was his duty 
to endeavour and persevere in the path of 
duty, however painful, though poor Louis 
thought it almost beyond the endurance 
of flesh and blood, to spend five years of 
his youth amidst those dark, dingy, tall 
red-bricked houses and dirty streets; and 
as he looked up at the thick clouds, which 
seemed as if they never intended to give 
over weeping, Louis began to doubt if 
ever the sun shone in England, for none 
can tell, but those who have themselves 
experienced it, the feelings of a youth 
brought up in a cheerful home, with all 
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the freedom and friendly intercourse in- 
variably connected with a life spent in the 
country, when first introduced into a noisy 
city, to be jostled by none but selfish and 
cold-hearted citizens, who take no more 
notice of him than the stones on which 
they tread. 

How much longer Louis would haye 
remained under the archway, ruminating 
on the sorrows which wrung his heart, I 
cannot tell; for his cogitations were inter- 
rupted by a man, who, with his back lean- 
ing against the door-post of a pubUc- 
house nearly opposite, had been watching 
him for the last half -hour. 

"I say, young gentleman," cried the 
fellow, crossing the road to Louis, " shall 
I carry that ere box anjrwhere for you; 
or be ye waiting for somebody to fetch 
ye?" 

Louis was at a loss to answer the ques- 
tion, for he had expected to meet his 
uncle when he alighted from the coach; 
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but as that worthy did not make his ap- 
pearance, and he had been patiently wait- 
ing for two hours, he concluded he had 
better accept the man's aid. 

"Where be I to take it to?" inquired 
the man, raising the box on his shoulder. 

" To Wine Street, to the house of one 
Mr. George Drew, a chemist and drug- 
gist,'* replied Louis, following the man, 
with his hat-box in his hand, his feet 
frequently giving a backward slide on the 
muddy, greasy pavement. 

" This be the house, I suppose," said 
the man, pushing open the door, and 
placing the box in the centre of the shop; 
" a shilling, if you please," said the fellow. 

How strangely the word, shilling, 
sounded in Louis* ears, who had only been 
accustomed to francs; he had given away 
not a few of these same shillings, too, since 
he landed, and he really fancied that six- 
pences and coppers were coins very little 
used in this land of boasted wealth. 
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When the bearer of the box had disap- 
peared, a man of middle height, with a 
bald head and sharp-pointed sparrow-bill 
looking nose, with small brown envious 
eyes, issued from the top of the shop, 
where he had been concealed behind a 
raised counter, with a mahogany board 
placed on it, upon which was written, in 
large characters, "Physicians' prescrip- 
tions and family recipes dispensed, with 
the best drugs." He was dressed in rusty 
black, with a white apron buckled round 
his waist; he came and stood opposite Louis. 

** What may you please to want ?'* asked 
the man of the pestle-and-mortar, in a 
forced tone of politeness. 

"If you please, sir," replied Louis, 
blushing deeply, "my name is Louis 
Mathieu, and I was to come to the house of 
one Mr. George Drew, who is my mother s 
brother, to be an apprentice; but I'm very 
sorry, sir, I 've made such a mistake and 
come to the wrong house." 
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" You needn't be qnite so sure about 
it's being a mistake, my name 's Drew, and 
I believe my youngest sister married a 
Guernsey man, so I suppose you 're come 
to the right house after all," replied the 
chemist, with an ironical grin; " but hark 
ye, young man," said the uncle, standing 
upright, and rubbing his large yellow white 
hand several times across his apron, which 
habit he always had when about to deliver 
himself of some unusually wise sentiments, 
" you don't seem the sort of lad to suit 
me now; I patronize the Whittington sort 
of boys, who come to work in thick dirty 
shoes, and am't above carrying their own 
boxes a dozen yards; I don't mean to feed 
a hungry long-stomached boy if he can't 
work, — ^Ah, work hard too, from morning 
to night;" the last words were uttered with 
great vehemence, and accompanied by a 
loud thump of the pestle on the counter, 
which sounded hollow, like its master's 
head. "Now," continued the uncle, "the 

o 
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first glance I give at a lad is always enough 
for me. I can tell what sort of metal he *s 
made of, and my prognostications are 
sure to be correct," said the speaker, 
giving his head a satisfied shake; ''but 
boys who come to me in fine broad cloth 
and white collars, and hair which must 
take an hour a day to dress, are no sort 
of customers for me," added the conceited 
ignoramus, giving a sneering glance at 
the curls which hung below his nephew's 
hat, and walked back to the high counter 
again. 

Louis stood in utter amazement by the 
side of his box, and even when an aged 
man, would he frequently recall to his 
mind the keen pang of hopeless despair 
with which he watched the departure of 
his uncle ; but finding he was still in the 
shop, though he could not see him behind 
the board, Louis ventured to ask : 

" But, sir, would you allow me to re- 
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main here, if it be only for a few days, till 
I can write to my mother ?" 

'* I didn't say I shouldn't try you, did 
I ? *' asked the man, raising his cat-looking 
eyes; "I gave you my opinion of your 
character, that 's what I always do to my 
apprentices; I'm not afraid of letting 
people know my mind, and showing them 
I thoroughly understand them." 

Here being interrupted by a customer 
entering the shop, he bade his nephew 
carry his traps through there, pointing to 
a dark passage. Louis caught up his 
boxes, and stumbled along till he reached 
what he fancied was the cellar stairs, 
when he came to a dead halt, not knowing 
which way to proceed, when a large red- 
armed girl, of about seventeen, with a 
very smutty face, appeared at the bottom 
of the stairs, who catching a dim outline of 
the box, and concluding there must be 
some one near it, called out: 
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" Be you to bring that ere trunk down 
here?'' 

*' Yes, I suppose so," replied Louis. 

" Stop a bit, and I '11 help you," said 
the girl, dragging the box quickly down 
the steps. 

Louis found himself standing in a large 
kitchen, the light being emitted only by a 
skylight, and being a rainy day, it appeared 
almost dark in this dreary room; even the 
large fire, with a joint roasting before it, 
failed to make it appear cheerful. 

"Bless me, be you the new apprentice?" 
said the maid, staring at Louis from head 
to foot. 

" I suppose so," replied Louis, seating 
himself on his box, and burjdng his face 
in his handkerchief, and giving vent to 
his long pent-up feelings in an uncon- 
troUable^flood of tears. 

" Ah, that 's best to have it out at once," 
said the maid, compassionately; "I re- 
member when I came here first, which is 
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a twelvemonth next Michaelmas, I cried 
for three whole days without stopping 
except when master or mistress, or any 
on 'um was near me, and it did me good 
for I began to look up after that. What 
a pity his mother couldn't find something 
better for 'em than sending him here, and 
such a nice respectable looking boy, and 
got such good clothes too,'' said the maid, 
soliloquizing to herself; "there don't ye 
keep crying so," said the tender-hearted 
servant, who could never see another, 
weep but she must follow their example; 
" may be you 're hungry, I '11 go and cut 
you a piece of bread, it's off iny own loaf 
that missus give me for the week, and 
so can't harm nobody," said the girl, 
cutting a slice of bread, and putting it 
into the dripping-pan, under the meat. 

But Louis could not eat it ; though he 
thanked her for her kindness. 

"I think," said the maid, "we had 
better carry the box into your bedroom ; 
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for missus will be here almost directly, 
to see about the dinner, and she '11 be 
in such a rage if she sees it standing 
here." 

Louis instantly rose and assisted in 
carrying his trunk up three flights of 
narrow back stairs into a small garret. 

" Well, my arms be 'most broke," said 
the maid, banging the box on the floor, 
and rubbing her arms. 

"Here are two beds; will any one 
. occupy the room beside myself?" asked 
Louis. 

" Yes, to be sure ; for missus has had 
all the other rooms newly papered, so 
she said Master John was to sleep in the 
largest bed, and you on that stumpy one 
with the patchwork quilt ; but it 's only 
bepause master's so suspicious — he fan- 
cies everybody wants to rob him — and 
that then Master John can tell him every 
thing that 's said or done up here, for I 
isleep in the opposite room." 
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" Has your master any other appren- 
tices ? " asked Louis. 

" Oh, no ! he never has but one at a 
time ; and they '11 never stop their time. 
The last threatened he 'd have master up 
before the magistrates, because he made 
him do the work of a porter, and treated 
him no better than a servant ; — ^but you 
be very wet — hadn't you better take off 
your clothes and put some dry ones on ?" 
suggested the maid. "Beside," added 
she, " master's the queerest, disagreeablest 
man you ever know'd; he can't bear to 
see any body well dressed except himself 
and children ; he says 'tis pride and 
showing off, and that we do want to get 
above our station ; just as if one couldn't 
be as humble-hearted in a clean gown as 
a dirty one," said the girl, running down, 
for her mistress was calling her. 

Louis took off his Sunday clothes, and 
folded them neatly up, for his mother 
told him to wear his best suit on his first 



152 LOUIS MATHIEU ; 

appearance at his uncle's. When he un- 
locked bis box, and saw again the things 
his mother had placed in it vdth so much 
care, and thought of the pleasure which 
he experienced when he saw his new suit 
brought home, his eyes again overflowed 
with tears at the recollection. He then 
selected a neat gray jacket and pair of 
trousers, which his mother had purchased 
as a suitable dress to be worn in the shop, 
and, after washing his face, that the 
traces of his tears might not be visible, 
and brushing his hair, he went down 
stairs. 

Louis was astonished to behold the 
whole of this polite family at their noon- 
day meal, who considered it too much 
trouble to announce to a perfect stranger, 
totally unacquainted with their habits, 
that it was their dinner-hour. The father 
was seated at the bottom of the table, 
leaning over his plate, and eating as fast 
as if he feared the joint would disappear 
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before he could swallow his first slice, 
when, seeing Louis standing at the door, 
he pointed with his fork — for he could 
not speak because his mouth was full — ^to 
a chair which stood at the end of the 
table. 

When seated, Louis ventured to take 
a first survey of his aunt and cousins. 
The lady was in a high-backed chair, 
with her sleeves turned up, lest she 
should grease them while performing the 
formidable task of carving. She was a 
tall, thin-faced, sandy-haired woman, 
whose skin looked as if her daily ablu- 
tions were confined to a pint of hot water, 
and that a puff of the bracing breezes 
from the Downs never fell to her share. 
By her side sat her firstborn, and the 
chemist's hopeful heir — a lad of seven- 
teen — who resembled his father in every 
respect; and as to his nose, it was a 
perfect facsimile. He looked at Louis 
just as a cat does at a mouse ; as much 
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as to say, '* You are the chap for me to 
tease." His three red-haired sisters sat 
on either side of the table, with their 
bare, bony necks and skinny arms, 
staling at the young stranger as if he 
had come. straight from the moon. 

While Louis was eating his dinner, 
under the rude gaze of his ill-mannered 
cousins, and mentally contrasting them 
with his sweet little sisters at home, in 
their white caps and high-bodied frocks, 
he heard a bell ring, but being unaccus- 
tomed to a house of business, he took not 
the slightest notice of it, when his uncle, 
in a sharp tone, asked, " Didn't you hear 
that beU, sir?" 

"What you please, sir?" said Louis, 
not understanding his imcle's ques- 
tion. . 

" Why I please that you go and answer 
the shop bell; you don't suppose I or my 
son are going to leave our dinners to at- 
tend to the shop, while you sit munchinf{ 
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yours at your ease, do you? " adding, " If 
it 's no one particular, don't call me." 

Louis instantly obeyed, and finding the 
customer was only a pale-faced little girl, 
in want of some trifling article, he did not 
summon his uncle. 

Louis was fully occupied the rest of the 
day in endeavouring to fulfil the constant 
commands of his uncle and cousin John, 
who assumed the authoritative tone of a 
master towards him; and as his demands 
on his time were often arbitrary, and with- 
out consideration, he found him even 
more difficult to please than his uncle. 

Louis did not sleep much that night, 
though he was very weary, and did not 
obtain permission to retire to his room 
till past eleven o'clock. As he groped his 
way up-stairs, he frequently asked himself 
the question, ''Is it possible that this man, 
who calls himself my uncle, be the brother 
of my own good mother? Can two beings, 
so perfectly dissimilar, be the children of 
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the same parents?" But the strange bed; 
the fumbling of cart wheels, the fear of 
fire, and more than all, another individual 
sleeping in the same room, effectually 
drove sleep from his eyes ; during these 
waking hours, Louis's mind wandered 
back to his own beloved home : he fancied 
he saw his mother watching anxiously at 
the gate for his grandfather's return from 
town, with his first letter, and his heart 
smote him, that he had not obeyed her 
strict injunction to write and inform her 
of his safe arrival, on the very day he 
should reach his uncle's: well he knew 
not a moment of leisure he had to do so, 
but he resolved another day should not 
pass without fulfilling his promise. 

At the dawn of day he rose from his 
hard and sleepless couch, taking his small 
writing desk from his box, and commenced 
his epistle. Perhaps you will say, I'm 
sure it must have been full of his troubles 
and complaints ; but no, it was a cheerful 
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letter, though he adhered strictly to the 
truth, for he did not think it necessary to 
recount all the annoyances he had experi- 
enced, and which made his young spirit 
writhe with grief, for the recital of them 
would only have caused the widowed 
heart of his affectionate mother to bleed 
afresh without ameliorating his own con- 
dition. How long did Louis look at the 
neatly written direction, how many times 
did he repeat the word Guernsey to him- 
self! it seemed to soothe his bursting heart, 
he felt no place could ever be half so dear 
to him as his own little isle. 

When he entered the kitchen, he found 
the half-awake Susan just come down, 
who, pointing to a heap of dirty shoes, 
said, 

" There, that 's your work, for master's 
too stingy to employ a porter like other 
tradesmen, excepting on Saturdays, and 
then he *8 bound to." 

Louis looked surprised, for his motives 
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had particularly stated to her brother that 
she did not wish her son to do anything 
menial, but only to acquire his business 
thoroughly; his seK-denying grand-parents 
had even paid a small sum that he might 
be exempt from such drudgery, and his 
uncle had faithfully promised to comply 
with their wishes. 

'*But can't I take this letter to the 
post first?" asked Louis. 

" Yes, go directly, or you 'U never send 
it, for master always tries to prevent the 
apprentices from writing home if he can," 
replied Susan. 

When Louis returned, he began clean- 
ing the shoes without a murmur, while a 
sweet smile flitted over his placid features, 
as he thought of the beating hearts which 
would soon be at rest regarding his safety; 
but no sooner had he placed the shining 
shoes in a row on the kitchen shelf, than 
Susan brought him a box full of dirty 
knives to clean. Louis felt that, perhaps, 
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this was an imposition practised on him 
by the maid (though he afterwards 
learned it was not); but as she was 
the only being in the house who had 
shown him any kindness, he was willing 
to assist her as much as he could. 

When the clock struck seven, Louis 
opened the shutters, swept and dusted the 
shop, with the greatest care, anticipating 
the praises he should receive from his 
uncle for his industry; but the entrance 
of that individual soon dispelled the pleas- 
ing illusion, for after giving a scrutinizing 
glance round the place, and finding no- 
thing with which to find fault, he ordered 
Louis, in a snappish tone, not to quit the 
shop, and went down to his breakfast, 
muttering something about new brooms 
sweeping clean. 

It was in the afternoon of the same 
day, as Louis stood handing some bottles 
to his cousin John, who was arranging 
them on a high shelf, but not being able. 
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to supply them in such quick succession 
as that irritable personage desired, he 
descended from his steps, and dealt him 
a severe blow on the head with a ruler 
which lay on the counter. Louis felt the 
rising of just indignation within his heart 
at this unmerited chastisement, for he 
had striven even beyond his strength to 
raise the heavy bottles to his cousin with 
all imaginable speed, but Louis did not 
return the blow. 

Why did he not? was it because he 
feared he was not equal to the contest? 
No ; for as the handsome stalwart 
Guernsey lad looked at the puny yellow- 
faced citizen, he felt conscious that one 
blow from his muscular arm would have 
laid him prostrate at his feet; neither 
did he dread his uncle's or cousin's dis- 
pleasure, for the thought of their anger 
never passed through his mind, but he 
feared to grieve the blessed Saviour, and 
disobey his commands, who hath said, 
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" Bender not evil for evil." He earnestly 
desired, too, that this irreligious family 
should be convinced by his consistent 
conduct of the power of real religion, 
which rendered him a more obedient, 
industrious, and faithful apprentice, and 
be constrained by the practical exhibition 
of its holy precepts to become possessors 
of it themselves. 

It will be well for you to remember 
that we never inflict an injury on another 
without receiving a greater one ourselves. 
John Drew felt the full force of this 
truth as he ascended the steps, and re- 
commenced arranging his bottles ; it was 
true his cousin Louis had meekly borne 
the unprovoked assault without assaying 
to return the injury, but this very for- 
bearance only made him feel himself a 
more despicable and worthless coward; 
his conscience, in spite of all his des- 
perate efforts to still its voice, gave utter- 
ance to her faithful upbraidingE^ «i.\id 
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whispered her accusations in his unwil- 
ling ear. John felt thoroughly ashamed 
of his behaviour, and could not look at 
his cousin straight in the face, though he 
did not repent of his wicked conduct, nor 
acknowledge his fault, but still conti- 
nued his dogged insolent manner towards 
him. 

When Louis became accustomed to the 
premises, he found his uncle had two 
shops, one of them looking into another 
street, the house being a comer one ; he 
also discovered that ardent spirits instead 
of medicines were sold there. Louis was 
frequently employed to draw the fiery 
waters, his hand trembled as he handed 
the destructive glass to the miserable 
emaciated beings who came to drown 
their sorrows, and hasten their progress 
to severer woes by Swallowiiig the per- 
nicious draught ; how did his pure mind 
recoil from the lewd joke, and how deeply 
was his spirit wounded as the sacred 
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name of his adorable SaTiour was uttered 
by profane lips ! 

Lords was but a simple unsophisticated 
youth, yet he could not but suspect that 
this was an employment in which no 
Christian ought to be engaged, for was 
he not participating in the destruction of 
the souls and bodies of his fellow-crea- 
tures ? and oh, what a fearful preparation 
for ushering in the peaceful Sabbath did 
Louis feel those dreaded Saturday nights ; 
when the law obliged them, and not till 
then, was Louis bid to close the shutters, 
with the horrid oaths and curses of the 
deluded customers still ringing in his 
ears. 

Louis felt it his duty to acquaint his 
mother with this circumstance, and also 
related to her the serious objections he 
entertained against such a business ; but 
though she greatly regretted the tempta- 
tions to which her boy was exposed, she 
did not participate in his scruples, but 
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considered if he performed the duties 
incumbent on him with rectitude, no 
further responsibility rested on him. 
Louis could not feel convinced that even 
his mother's decision was right, but he 
spread the matter before Him who is too 
wise to err, trusting to be guided by his 
counsel aright. 

What a sad contrast did the city Sab- 
bath present to Louis in comparison to 
his own happy cheerful ones ! He rose 
early in the morning, and quickly per- 
formed his various duties, then carefully 
dressed himseK to accompany John and 
his three cousins, Ann, Jane and Lizzy, 
to the parish church, for his uncle and 
aunt never left their room on the Sabbath 
morning until it was nearly dinner-time, 
alleging weariness as an excuse, though 
strange to say, on other days they were 
always blithe enough. 

Louis had never been in so large a 
church before, but as he looked round on 
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the gaily-dressed assembly, he could not 
but discover that want of reverential de- 
votion which characterized the sincere 
worshippers in his humble undecorated 
church at home, nor did he find much on 
which he could meditate with profit from 
the short superficial discourse of the flip- 
pant young clergyman. 

The afternoon of the sacred day was 
spent by this heathenish family in eating 
oranges, cracking nuts, and drinking wine, 
till the tea was brought in, after which, if 
fine, they all repaired to the Downs. 

So soon as Louis was released from 
the dinner-table he withdrew to his room, 
where fearing no molestation from his 
cousin John, seeing he was engaged in 
eating, he spent the hours in meditation 
and prayer ; how precious at such seasons 
to the lonely youth was his little pocket- 
bible, which had beeu the constant com- 
panion of his father, and taken from his 
pocket when his body was washed ashore ! 
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Louis, though bereft of what the world 
calls happiness, and deprived of all inter- 
course with those who would have en- 
couraged him in his heavenward pro- 
gress, yet his young Christian soul grew 
vigorously in divine wisdom; he clung 
more closely to Him who is the friend of 
the friendless, as he felt no other aid was 
near, and often was his soul so full of 
rapturous love to his Saviour, so vividly 
did he realize his sympathizing care and 
protection, that he would not have fore- 
gone such joy even to have mingled with 
his friends; he resembled that desert 
flower which grows and thrives in its own 
arid plains, without the gentle dews or 
genial showers, deriving its nourishment 
from the pearly drops inclosed within its 
petals, placed there . by its beneficent 
Creator's care, who provideth sustenance 
for all living things. 

The busy months flew past, and though 
tew temporal pleasures fell to the lot of 
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poor Louis, yet he enjoyed an inward 
peace, and the sweet reward of an ap- 
proving conscience, which far surpasses 
all other transitory gratifications. His 
kindred would have scarcely recognized, 
in the pale overworked lad standing be- 
hind the chemist's counter, their own 
blooming, joyous, laughing Louis, whose 
light elastic tread sounded so cheerily on 
his mother's threshold. 

It was about this time that Louis 
could not but notice his uncle regarded 
him with suspicion ; he appeared unwil- 
ling to leave him alone in the shop even 
for a moment, and carefully watched him 
while serving the customers, always tak 
ing the money from him. Louis's sensi 
tive mind felt keenly this unworthy sur 
veillance, but strong in his own integrity, 
he bore it as he had all his other trials 
with patient forbearance. 

Louis had firequently observed his 
cousin John and his sisters go to a large 
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tamarind jar which stood on a shelf 
behind several others, and eat largely of 
them ; indeed Ann and her sister seldom 
went to school without first taking some, 
which they wrapt in paper, and hid in 
their pockets, and this they continued to 
practise for more than a month. Louis 
knew they were doing wrong, but as he 
was never allowed to reprove them, he 
did not consider himself at liberty to 
interfere in the matter. 

Louis had just finished his dinner, 
when his uncle entered the kitchen, with 
his brows knit close together, and his 
face red with anger, bearing in his hands 
the tamarind jar. 

" Look here, Kate," said he, addressing 
his spouse, "do you see this empty jar? 
now it was quite full two months ago, 
when I examined all the jars. Now no- 
body goes into the shop but myself, John,, 
and Louis, for I don't believe Susan has 
been in the place for months; besides, 
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with all her &olts,I consider her an honest 
girl. Now, Mr. Loms," said the nnde, 
glaring on his nephew with his spiteful 
eyes, which flashed with passion, "you 
dare to deny yon did it, when I know you 
did, for who else could ?" 

" I solemnly declare I hare never 
opened that jar," replied Louis, finnly. 

" You do deny it then, sir, and mean to 
tell me point blank that I *m a liar to my 
face; then if you didn't do it, I should 
like to know who you think did — ^I or my 
son, I suppose, you young hypocrite? 
I always hated cants, who read and pray, 
and fancy they are better than other peo- 
ple; this is what your religion has taught 
you to be, — a thief," said the enraged 
man, shaking his nephew. 

" If you confess your guilt and humbly 
beg your uncle's pardon, perhaps he might 
forgive you, as it is the first time," re- 
joined his aunt, in a condescending tone. 

" I will never confess what I have not 
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been guilty of, nor will I beg pardon for 
a fault wbich I have never committed,'* 
replied Louis, calmly. 

" But I 'm certain you did eat them," 
said John, fearing his father's anger would 
fall on himself, if Louis were found inno- 
cent, " and I can prove it." 

Away he ran, and the next moment re- 
turned with one of Louis's dirty aprons, 
besmeared with tamarinds. 

"There, sir, do you see that?" ex- 
claimed his uncle ; " you arch hypocrite, 
you shall suffer for your cant," at the same 
time, laying hold of a great stick, he com- 
menced beating Louis brutally. 

" Oh ! sir, don't hurt him," cried Susan, 
who had been listening all the time in the 
pantry, "I knows who did it; it was 
Master John his ©wn seK, and the young 
ladies ; and you be the wickedest children 
in all this here world to stand and see 
another boy beat for what you knows you 
did yourselves," said Susan, choking 
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with indignation; adding, ''I seed Master 
John wiping his hands on that very apron, 
while I was making his bed this morning, 
and the young ladies have taken some of 
them there tamarinds to school with them 
for this last month or more." 

Ann began crying under this just accu- 
sation, saying, she should never have 
known where they were kept if her brother 
had not given her a few lozenges to 
fetch him some; and Lizzy, with Jane, 
threw their share of the blame on Ann 
for setting them the example. The father, 
evidently much chagrined at this unex- 
pected termination of the afEair, and not 
knowing on whom to vent his spleen, 
next ordered Susan to mind her own 
business, and not interfere with things 
which didn't concern her; threw down 
the stick, and slunk back to his shop; 
while his son, not wishing to encounter 
his father in his present temper, took his 
hat and walked oflf; the ill-humoured 
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mother commenced slapping her daugh- 
ters, and driving them oflf to school. 

These injudicious parents, instead of 
properly correcting the children for their 
deceptions, only connived at it, by be- 
having in the most surly and unreasonable 
manner towards the truthful Susan — her 
mistress not speaking to her for a week. 

Mr. Drew was an ignorant man, and no 
marvel, for when at school he would 
never apply, and always behaved in a 
disrespectful rude manner to his in- 
structor, who treated him with the con- 
tempt he deserved, caring nothing about 
his improvement, so that he barely ac- 
quired sufficient Latin to enable him to 
carry on his father's business; hating 
learning himself, there was nothing dis- 
pleased him more than to see an indivi- 
dual reading a book ; he declared it was 
only an excuse for idleness, and that it 
filled their heads with conceited and 
proud notions, fearing, doubtless, the 
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wiser they grew the more thoroughly 
would they be convinced of his own de- 
ficiencies. 

John was passionately fond of reading, 
though the books he read were of a frivo- 
lous and pernicious character ; far better 
would it have been for him, even to be de- 
prived of the pleasure of reading, than to 
imbibe the wicked and dangerous princi- 
ples inculcated in the cheap pamphlets 
he obtained; and not daring to read them 
before his father, he would hide them 
under his bed during the day, and at 
night he would recline on his pillow, 
with the candle placed on a chair close to 
his bedside, when, overcome by sleep, 
his head would frequently fall on his book, 
singeing his hair to such a degree, that it 
was only by resorting to fearful falsehoods 
he escaped detection. 

Weary as Louis was, he would always 
endeavour to remain awake till his cousin 
closed the book, or the candle went o\)i. 
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fearing the bed-furniture might ignite; 
but one night poor Louis, having been 
obliged, by his cousin's commands, to 
perform more than even his allotted labour, 
during the day, and being overcome by 
.intense fatigue, fell into a profound sleep, 
leaving his cousin still reading. But the 
watchful eye of Him " who never slum- 
bers nor sleeps" was carefully guarding 
the weary fatherless youth; and no 
sooner did the threatening flame reach his 
patchwork quilt, than Louis was startled 
from his deep sleep, and sitting up in his 
bed saw the lurid flame curling roimd 
the head-posts of his cousin's bed. In a 
moment he had dragged him from his 
perilous resting-place, burning his hands 
sadly in doing so ; but no sooner did the 
aflErighted John see the room in flames, 
than losing all presence of mind he ran 
and opened the window, with the inten- 
tion of calling for assistance, but fear 
overcoming him he rushed to the door; 
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the draught from the passage fiuming the 
borniDg skirt of his night-dress, he was 
soon enveloped in flames; Louis seeing 
his cousin's dangerous condition, caught 
his coat from off the peg, and throwing 
him on the floor, wrapped him round, 
and thus succeeded in extinguishing them 
he then called to Susan, but in Tain, 
he could not arouse her, and the part of 
the house which they occupied was de- 
tached from the other; so Louis was 
obliged to run down stairs through the 
kitchen, and several long passages, be- 
sides another flight of stairs, before he 
could obtain assistance from his uncle. 

Long ere they regained the burning 
room, they could hear the piteous groans 
of poor John, who lay in an agony on the 
floor ; but his father left him to his fate, 
and hastened to extinguish the flames, 
which, with the help of Louis, and 
thetimely aid of the fire engine, were con- 
fined to the loss of the furniture in tha 
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room, including Louis's much valued box, 
the only thing which he could rescue 
being his precious little pocket-bible. 

When John was carried to the other 
part of the house, and medical aid pro- 
<;ured to dress his wounds, which, though 
very painful, were not dangerous — ^the 
ungrateful youth declared, if his cousin 
had not thrown him down and covered 
him with that, horrid coat, he should 
scarcely have received any injury. But 
the doctor sharply rebuked him, and 
showing him Louis's blistered hands, 
asked if that were the way he showed his 
gratitude to a boy who bravely risked his 
own life to save his; the doctor then 
kindly applied some healing ointment to 
poor Louis's wounds, ordering him not 
to use his hands till he should give him 
permission; for though this mean and 
wicked family congratulated themselves 
that their unjust conduct to the friendless 
apprentice was unknown to any save 
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those within their own four walls, they 
were greatly mistaken, for many of their 
neighbours, and not a few of their cos- 
tomers, had not only heard, bat observed 
with deep pain the harsh treatment and 
severe labour imposed by this ungenerous 
family on the poor lad, who toiled early 
and late with unwearied zeal to serve 
them. 

How true is it that ** the wicked shall 
not go unpunished," for when Mr. Drew 
discovered the origin of the fire, which he 
did himself by the half-burnt pamphlet 
lying on his son's bed, his anger knew 
no bounds; he declared his son should 
not remain another day in the house after 
his recovery, and refused to see him, or 
accept his repentance, for John did tar- 
dily confess himself that it was his care- 
lessness which had been the cause of the 
accident; though he regretted it more on 
account of his own sufferings, than for 
the pain and loss inflicted on others. 
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The only person who vouchsafed to 
bestow a word of praise on the youth 
who had snatched their son from a fiery 
death was Mrs. Drew; she was con- 
strained to acknowledge his generous 
conduct, and when promising him his 
clothes should be replaced, with tears 
admitted she wished her son were only 
half so good, and then she should know 
what it was to have some comfort in one 
of her children at least ; but Mr. Drew's 
narrow mind always considered it a 
degradation to acknowledge the worth of 
a dependent; he could never bring his 
mean spirit to bestow commendation, 
however well earned, on one he fancied 
was his inferior. He considered every 
individual must be governed by the same 
selfish principles as himself, and that it 
was for pecuniary reward only that such 
persons laboured. Of the omnipotent 
power of love which hastens the wiUing 
feet of the faithful servant to perform 
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self-denying duties for an afflicted or im- 
poverished master, when compared with 
the laggerly, begrudging task so unwil- 
lingly executed for an insolent arbitrary 
one, even when liberally repaid, — all 
this was an enigma which far exceeded 
his limited capacity to comprehend, in- 
crusted as it was between two ideas, mevm 
and tuum. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

^OUIS, take this bill to Mrs. 
Sarah Brown, at the Bed 
Lion Inn, and tell her I ex- 
pect immediate payment for 
the spirits she purchased of me six 
months ago," said Mr. Drew, in one 
of his sharpesttones, adding, "though 
you 're not a lad of sufficient pluck 
to execute an aflFair of that kind like my 
John is ; he would not come away without 
the cash, I 'U be bound." 

But his John had crammed his pockets 
with cigars, and was gone to spend the 
day in the country, for his father had not 
fulfilled his threatened intention of send- 
ing him from home when he should 
recover from the accident his carelessness 
had occasioned. 

Louis took the note, and was soon 
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threading his way through the narrow 
back streets which, like the small veins 
in a leaf, branch forth from the city of 
Bristol. After many fruitless attempts 
to discover the right house, Louis saw 
the ferocious face of that anomaly in 
natural history, a red lion painted in 
gorgeous colours, creeking and swinging 
directly over his head. Louis tapped at 
the door, which, after waiting a consider- 
able time, was opened by a short little 
woman, with a face as red as the redoubt- 
able animal from whence her house de- 
rived its name. Louis modified his 
uncle's laconic command into a polite 
request, but the fiery dame was not to be 
appeased, and loudly declaring he should 
fare no better than her other creditors, 
slammed the door in his face. Louis re- 
mained on the step, contemplating the 
reception he should receive from his 
wrathful uncle, if he returned without the 
hard cash ; so resolving to try his per- 
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suasive powers once more, he went round 
to the back of the premises, hoping to 
gain another interview with the portly 
hostess, but she was nowhere visible; 
the yard was empty, and had a poverty- 
stricken look, too, for though market-day, 
it was devoid of horses, carts, and wagons, 
which give such an important business- 
like appearance to an inn-yard. 

Louis felt convinced it was useless to 
remain any longer, and was just leaving 
the place when a groan reached his ear ; 
he instantly stopped, for the moan of 
distress was never unheeded by his 
sympathetic heart; he conjectured it 
might proceed from an injured animal in 
one of the stables, but after a diligent 
search, and not being able to discover 
from whence it proceeded, he was again 
in the act of quitting the stable, when a 
louder and more distinct groan, evidently 
uttered by a fellow-being in distress, was 
heard by the listening Louis ; the sound 
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proceeded from the loft over his head, 
and the next moment he was stand- 
ing on the manger, and in less than a^ 
second had entered it, when he stood in 
mute astonishment to behold lying on 
one side of this comfortless abode a suf- 
fering human being, with no other couch 
on which to rest his fevered frame than 
a heap of hay, with a hard pillow, and 
one blanket, which was closely wrapped 
around his wasted body; a large black 
bottle and a glass stood by this miserable 
bed, and these were the only articles the 
room contained. Louis trod softly, but 
the attentive ear of the distressed one 
instantly detected a footstep, and he turned 
quickly round; Louis started, and in- 
voluntarily receded a short distance, for 
though he had become familiarized to 
haggard and wretched countenances, he 
had never gazed on one in which despair 
and horror were so legibly written ; the 
features had once been handsome, but 
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the unshaven beard, and long uncombed 
black hair which fell over the pale high 
forehead, gave to the unhappy man an 
almost unearthly appearance. 

"What do you want here?" hoarsely 
growled, rather than asked, the miserable 
being. 

Louis shuddered, his first impulse was 
to fly back, and endeavour to forget he 
had ever seen so harrowing a sight, but 
he instantly banished the selfish thought; 
might he not be the means of rendering 
some alleviation to the bodily sufferings 
of this desolate man ; or if that were im- 
possible, could he not direct him to the 
cross on which a bleeding Saviour died, 
and bid him "look, believe, and live." 
As these thoughts passed through his 
mind, he advanced to the stranger's side, 
and tenderly taking the thin bony hand 
of the astonished patient in his own, said 
kindly — 

" I heard you groan, and could not 
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pass by without sympathizing in your 
sorrows, though I fear I can do little 
else," said Louis, heaving a heavy sigh 
at the thought of his own poverty and 
inability to render that pecuniary assist- 
ance which he imagined the poor man 
would expect. 

" Why did you not imitate the Levite, 
and pass by on the other side ? " replied 
the man, with a sarcastic laugh; "though," 
added he, fixing his large hollow eyes on 
Louis* face, " I never saw a countenance 
which beamed with love and benevolence 
like yours, so perchance you couldn't 
have done as that worthy priest did if 
you had tried." 

" But can I not help you ? I will 
fetch a doctor, and ask him to have you 
placed in a hospital, where you will re- 
ceive every attention and comfort which 
your case requires." 

" But I won't go, if you do ; I hate 
hospitals, and don't wish to be a aubje,^! 
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for the surgeon's knife after I 'm dead ; 
besides, I Ve had a doctor and a parish 
oflBcer here, tod, several times, and they 
have persuaded me all they could to go 
to the hospital, and even talked of carry- 
ing me there against my will, but I 
dared them to do so. No, I mean to die 
here ; I shall not be the first son of a 
gentleman who has died 

" In the worst room of the worst inn," 

replied the poor fellow, with a forced 
attempt at gaiety. 

" But can you fancy any little delicacy 
that I could procure, and shall I provide 
some one to watch by you ?" asked Louis, 
earnestly. 

" I need nothing, for the woman who 
lives next door to this inn, and keeps an 
eating-house, regularly supplies me with 
every dainty she fancies I should like, 
though I cannot eat them; she antici- 
pates being handsomely rewarded by my 
relatives when I *m dead, or that I have 
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some jewels left ; but she '11 be mistaken," 
replied the man, with a bitter smile. 

" Is this your medicine in this large 
bottle ? " asked Lonis, with surprise. 

" It is my medicine, food and drink," 
replied the sufferer, looking keenly at 
Louis. 

" But it is gin," rejoined Louis, who 
had removed the cork to ascertain its 
qualities, replacing it on the floor with 
horror. 

" Yes, it is gin — the enemy which has 
robbed me of all worth living for ; and as 
it has conquered me so far, I intend to 
be its willing captive to the end," replied 
the deluded being, in a calm determined 
tone. 

" Oh, sir!" replied Louis, the tears 
filling his mild eyes, " is it possible you 
can contemplate such fearful results from 
the dreadful effects of intemperance with- 
out even a shudder ? Will you not forsake 
your sins now, and seek, like the dyiiv^ 
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thief on the cross, for mercy, lest the 
messenger of death, with fearful haste, 
should hurry your trembling soul to the 
regions of despair, where repentance will 
be unavailing ?" said the youth, who, in 
his earnest endeavour to warn the sinner 
from his impending doom, was kneeling 
with clasped hands by the side of the 
restless listener. 

" Come, come, you are too young to 
turn preacher yet," replied the man, with 
an evident wish to change the conversa- 
tion ; adding, with assumed carelessness, 
" You must pardon my curiosity, but how 
old are you ? and I should like to know 
the name of one who takes such an in- 
terest in a friendless stianger." 

" My name is Louis, and I 'm nearly 
sixteen; if you should like me to visit 
you again, I will come on next Sunday 
afternoon ; but I must not remain longer 
now, lest my uncle should require me," 
replied Louis. 
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But the sick man detained him till he 
had made Louis relate his birthplace, 
and every incident of importance which 
he had been called to experience during 
his short life ; then pressing his hand, he 
bade him adieu, adding, " You will not 
forget to fulfil your promise to me on 
Sabbath afternoon." 

Louis assured him he would not ; and 
ran, with unabated speed, till he reached 
his uncle's house. The chemist being for- 
tunately engaged with a gentleman, Louis 
escaped the dreaded lecture. The lonely 
invalid, in his miserable loft, engrossed 
the thoughts, and drew forth the deepest 
sympathy of his feeling heart. Many 
and fervent were the prayers he presented 
to his heavenly Father, that he would, in 
his infinite mercy, pardon the wandering 
sinner, and lead him, by his Holy Spirit, 
into the Good Shepherd's fold ; and that 
he might himself be enabled, with all 
meekness and wisdom, to direct his erring 
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soul to that blessed Bedeemer, who, with 
open arms^ stood ready, as did the ancient 
cities of refuge, to receive the guilty one, 
affording him a sure hiding-place from 
the impending wrath of God. 

It was on a clear, frosty Sabbath, that 
Louis hastened along the quiet city streets, 
anxiously desirous to fulfil his engage- 
ment to the poor afflicted man. The sun 
threw its wintry beams on the tall houses, 
and the caged goldfinches sung cheerily; 
even the children who were playing in 
the streets looked cleaner, and every ob- 
ject wore a more cheerful aspect than it 
was wont to do on other days; for the 
seventh day throws its peaceful mantle 
around a city*s population, and many 
groups of well-dressed boys and girls 
were hastening to their much-loved Sun- 
day-schools ; and ever and anon the soft 
voices of many a youthful throng greeted 
Louis' ears with their grateful melody, as 
he passed by the open doors of their 
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sanctuaries, where they were assembled 
to spend the hours of the sacred day in 
holy duties. 

Louis soon reached the lonely resting- 
place of the poor stranger; for surely 
no one would desecrate the name home 
by calling it such. His friend had fallen 
asleep, but, hearing Louis' step, instantly 
raised himself on his elbow, and, looking 
earnestly at him, said — 

" Ah ! I feared you would prove false, 
too, like the rest of the world, to me ; 
how long you have been coming ! " 

Louis assured him of his inability to 
be with him sooner, and placed in his 
feeble hands a little fruit he had pur- 
chased the day before ; but the sick man 
shook his head sorrowfully, and, pointing 
to the hateful bottle, which was still 
standing by his side, said moumfolly: 
" I have no taste for anything save that 
now. It is no use to entice me ; I can- 
not eat it, thank'you." 
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Louis seated himself on the floor, and, 
drawing out his little pocket Bible, began 
reading and talking of the precious pro- 
mises so freely offered to the repentant 
sinner who forsakes his sins, and accepts 
Christ as his Saviour. His sick friend 
listened attentively, and then, raising 
himself from his hard couch, exclaimed, 
with unwonted energy — 

" You can never benefit either my body 
or soul, my good boy ; but I can, perhaps, 
render you an essential service by relating 
my own sad history^ and thus be the 
beacon to prevent you from falling into 
those depths of misery to which you see 
I am reduced. You probably think me 
old; but in years I'm not so, though 
intemperance and disease give me that 
appearance." 

" I fear your sun will go down while it 
is yet noon,** said Louis, in a tremulous 
voice. 

" Yes ; for I am scarcely six-and-thirty, 
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and an indubitable proof that the sin of 
drunkenness is not, as is too generally 
supposed, confined to the poor and un- 
educated classes ; for my grandfather was 
a baronet, and my father a large landed 
proprietor. I was bom in a splendid 
mansion, surrounded with a spacious 
park, and from my nursery window would 
stand and watch the graceful deer as 
they galloped in herds up the verdant 
slopes; but I was a second son — that 
was my sin ; " nay, rather your misfortune," 
you wiU say, but the world considered 
it something more. I had one elder 
brother and two younger, beside three 
sisters ; my mother was a vain, frivolous 
woman, who loved nothing so much as 
balls, and visiting scenes of fashionable 
amusement. I was her darling son, 
her especial favourite ; no request, how- 
ever extravagant or unreasonable, would 
she deny me, if it were in her power to 
gratify it ; she called me her handsome^ 
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graceful Clarence, and often compared 
the elegance of my figure, and the fascina- 
tion of my manners, with the homely, 
unpolished ones of my elder brother; 
from this and similar causes, we were 
totally estranged from each other. I 
grew up a wild and wayward boy, and, 
scorning the gentle control of my excel- 
lent governess, was ^on sent to a large 
public school, and there I learned my 
first lesson of deceit — and from her, too, 
who should have guided my youthftil feet 
into the paths of rectitude and truth ; for, 
my father not thinking it necessary that 
I should receive so large a sum of pocket- 
money as my elder brother, my mother 
secretly supplied the deficiency. It was 
while prosecuting my studies at this 
school that I heard of her sudden death; 
but with the selfishness inseparable from 
a pampered, spoiled child, I only grieved 
that now I should be deprived of those 
sources from whence my extravagances 
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had been supplied. I did not mourn 
that death had robbed me of a parent, 
but that I had lost an almoner. As 
years passed on, I entered the classic 
walls of old Cantab, not to study its 
ancient lore, but to follow in the wake 
of my young companions, and kill time ; 
yes, Louis, kill time — that time, for 
which, if worlds were in my possession, 
I would gladly barter them, and consider 
the transfer small indeed," said the dying 
man, raising his voice to a fearful height. 
As his strength seemed waning, Louis 
entreated him to defer the recital of his 
past life, till he should have recovered in 
some degree from his present exhaustion ; 
and he secretly feared, too, that some 
passages in his former history might be 
of a painful nature, and the recurring to 
scenes in which he might have taken a 
prominent part would cause a degree of 
excitement which he knew would be 
highly injurious to one in his feeble state. 
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But no persuasions could deter the sink- 
ing Clarence, and taking another glass 
of the destructive liquid, he recommenced 
his narrative. 

" We wasted our time, as hundreds of 
young men are now doing, in boating, 
racing, boxing, launching out into un- 
heard-of extravagances, and giving ex- 
pensive wine -parties ; and from college 
I passed to the Continent, and there, 
mingling with the gay and dissipated, 
I whirled with them down the glittering 
stream of pleasure, listening with greedy 
ears to every syren voice which promised 
to yield me a moment's gratification, and 
there I first acquired a taste for gambling. 
When I returned to my own land, my 
father refused to discharge my debts, 
and urged the necessity of my following 
some profession ; but I scorned the idea, 
and knowing him to be rich, imputed his 
motives to avariciousness. I spent a few 
more years of brilliant folly. I was 
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young, handsome^ and expected ulti- 
mately to be rich. Yes, Louis, I see you 
doubt it ; but this haggard face was once 
admired by many of the young and fair. 
But the bright illusion, under which I 
had lived so long, ceased; one cruel 
blow dashed it from my astonished 
grasp. My father died, and with him 
was buried all I had ever hoped or 
wished for. His wealth consisted chiefly 
of estates ; these he most unjustly en- 
tailed, without a single exception, on 
my elder brother, leaving me and two 
younger ones a few paltry thousands. 
My sisters were all married, and had 
received their portions during his life- 
time. Now, Louis, can you conceive of 
a more disappointed and injured being 
than myself; brought up in luxury, the 
idolized and petted chUd, the wilful, 
darling youth, the courted and flattered 
son of a rich father, left to cope with 
poverty, to struggle with that grim mon- 
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ster in his worst form; for surely its 
chains axe not less galling when worn 
beneath an unpaid coat, than when con- 
spicuous to every eye in the fluttering 
rags of the poor mendicant. But I fought 
hard, aha! very hard, to sustain my 
rightful position in society, but the few 
thousands were soon spent in the attempt. 
My family were not without interest, and 
a situation of great responsibility was 
offered me. I accepted it; but my un- 
governable temper, totally unaccustomed 
to yield to the voice of authority, however 
mildly enforced, refused to submit, and I 
recklessly threw up my engagement. My 
friends, who had exerted themselves con- 
siderably on my behalf, were not sparing 
in their upbraidiugs. Then I resorted to 
the gambling-table, to replenish my empty 
coffers, and the world's selfish votaries 
looked coldly on the portionless yomig 
man, whom they declared was not quali- 
fied even for an under-secretaryship ; and 
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one from whom I had hoped much, and 
fondly fancied was all mj own, transferred 
those smiles which had long gladdened 
my heart to a more wealthy suitor. Even 
then, had I but been the owner of some 
quiethomestead — ^had I but possessed a few 
acres on which I could have planted my 
foot, and said, * This is mine — my home, 
however lowly,' — I would have gladly bid 
the world farewell ; for I was convinced 
of its hollow friendships, and its unsatis- 
fying pleasures had ceased to delight me, 
now the veil was torn from my eyes 
which had hidden its hypocrisy from my 
view. I loved the country and rural 
, sports, and had I possessed even the 
smallest of my brother s estates, I might 
have lived to be a useful and honourable 
man ; but no such peaceful resting-place 
was in reserve for me. I was doomed to 
live poor where I had formerly been 
rich; despised, and considered a mere 
dependent on another's bounty, where I 
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had been worshipped, and fondly fancied 
beloved, too. Daily were my ears assailed 
with the false sympathy of my self-styled 
friends — more bitter to endure than their 
contemptuous indiflference. Had I been 
blessed with one real friend, into whose 
pitying ear I could have poured all my 
bitter griefs, who would have soothed me 
in my sorrows, and encouraged me to seek 
a noble independency from my own exer- 
tions, you would not have seen me. lying 
on this bed of hay; but, Louis, that ines- 
timable boon was denied me : relatives 
and acquaintances I had in abundance, 
but not one friend. I bore my wrongs 
in silence, till they maddened me ; and 
then I resorted to the exciting draught, 
that I might drown in forgetfulness the 
ills I had not the moral courage to bear. 
I well remember it was on a cold Decem- 
ber night, when hastening from one of 
those haunts of the desperate, where I 
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had lost in the lackless game of chance 
my last sovereign, I passed bj one of 
those illominated shops called by some 
gin-palaces. Oh, that I had never entered 
its accursed walls ! — ^but my brain reeled ; 
despair wrong my heart; I saw other 
beings there, evidently as wretched as 
myself. My pride at first kept me back ; 
bat that is a poor guardian from evil. I 
entered ; and from that hoar I qaickly 
fell from one stage of degradation to 
another still lower. No rescuing hand 
sought to drag me from the horrid vortex 
into which J had fallen ; and a few weeks 
ago I visited this city, not to purchase 
nor admire the fine cattle brought here 
for exhibition, but in the garb of a 
gentleman to rob the unwary stranger 
of his gold. And though I have 
evaded the stem oflScer of justice, death 
has found me out; and though the reluc- 
tant prisoner trembles at the summons, 
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he cannot resist," said the poor patient, 
closing his eyes, and adding, " Oh, that 
I could shut out the future ! " 

"You need not wish to do so, but 
rather seek eternal security for your soul 
by casting all your guilt on Him who has 
borne it for you on the cross ; and, be- 
lieving simply on his meritorious death 
for your salvation, you may enter into 
glory, singing louder than the loudest 
there, * Unto him who hath redeemed me, 
and washed me from my sins " 

" Tantalize me not," interrupted the 
dying man, "with talking of bliss in 
which I can never, never participate;" 
and, hiding his face in the folds of his 
blanket, he wept bitterly. 

Louis mingled his tears with those of 
his distressed friend, and kneeling by his 
side, poured out his full heart in prayer. 
But the time having expired, after endea- 
vouring to render the sufferer's forlorn 
condition more comfortable, and sweetly 
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applying the balm of consolation to his 
wounded spirit, Liouis quitted the loft. 
As he was leaving, he met the woman who 
supplied his sick Mend with the neces- 
saries he required. She was carrying 
him some tea; and, from the conyersa- 
tion Louis had with her, she did not 
appear to be influenced by those self-in- 
terested motives which the poor patient 
had ascribed to her. 

Slowly and sadly did Louis return to 
his uncle's ; he trembled, and his cheek 
turned pale, as he thought, " Perhaps I, 
too, have given the first fatal glass into the 
hand of one who, through eternity, will 
curse the hour he ever saw my face. 
True, I am an unwilling agent, but nd* 
less a participator in the fearftd ruin of 
my fellow-man. Eather would I break 
the stones for the roads, or, like yon 
milkman, bear a yoke, than help to carry 
on so fearful a traffic, and fraught with 
such dire results." 
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On the Monday morning, Louis begged 
to have a private interview with his uncle. 
He then stated his serious objections to 
the business of a spirit-dealer, and en- 
treated to be permitted to confine his 
labours to the dispensing of medicines, in 
which department he greatly excelled, 
assuring him he would gladly perform 
much more than his allotted duties, and 
even do the work of a menial, rather than 
sin against his God, and wound his 
conscience. 

His uncle listened to his earnest appeal 
with contempt, and wickedly attributed 
his conscientious scruples to idleness, 
pride, and insolence, angrily declaring 
that he was in his power, and, as his ap- 
prentice, he could and would compel him 
to do his bidding ; and, with all the ma- 
lice of his cruel disposition, obliged the 
pious youth to spend the whole of his 
day in the hated gin-shop. But Louis 
sought in humble prayer the help of Him 
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whose strong arm could deliver him from 
his unhappy bondage; and he knew he 
should not ask that aid in vain. 

Sad forebodings filled the mind of 
Louis that, before another Sabbath 
dawned, his sick friend would no longer 
be an inhabitant of this earth; and on 
Wednesday evening, having some business 
to execute for his uncle which would lead 
him in the direction of poor Clarence's 
gloomy abode, he resolved to visit him. 
Louis softly pushed back the old door. 
One miserable candle glimmered on the 
floor, but all was stUl. Louis' heart 
throbbed violently with fear lest his sur- 
mises should be realized. He trod with 
noiseless step to the bedside; there lay 
the wretched man, his cold hand clutch* 
ing the bottle which contained the fell 
enemy of his soul and body. Yes, he 
was its willing captive even in death. 
Louis fell on his knees, his tears flowed 
fast on the cold face ; but the eyes which 

T 
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he feared would never look on him again, 
opened. 

" Ah ! you are come to see me die," 
whispered the poor sufferer, faintly. 

Louis bent his lips to the ear of the 
dying man, and fervently entreated him 
to lay hold on Christ by faith, assuring 
him He was the life-boat into which every 
soul now singing his praises in the 
heavenly world had entered, and been 
borne above the turbulent waters of guilt 
and sin, in safety to the shores of the 
blessed Canaan. The dying Clarence 
raised himself in his bed^ and, with fear- 
ful energy, exclaimed — 

" It is too late; there is no hope forme! 
But I cannot die till you have promised 
solemnly before your God, you will never, 
never again incur the awful sin of accele- 
rating the doom of your fellow-creatures, 
by giving them that pernicious liquor 
which has brought me to an early grave, 
and will soon add another lost soul to the 
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inhabitants of hell/* said the dying man, 
with a deep groan. 

Liouis raised his eyes to heaven, and 
with clasped hands reverently replied, 
" With God's help, I never will." 

" Amen,'* rejoined the poor suffering 
one, leaning back his head on his hard 
pillow, and falling into a short sleep. 

liOuis held bis hand in his till he felt 
the last throb of the feeble pulse, then he 
knew he was alone ; for the spirit had left 
its clay tenement, and all that remained 
of the once idolized and fascinating 
Clarence was that poor withered body. 
Liouis wept convulsively, but it was not 
only that his poor friend had been cut 
off in the midst of his days, without one 
relative to administer to his wants, nor 
that a stranger's hand had closed his 
eyes, but he was mentally following that 
lost spirit to the dismal regions of dark- 
ness. 

And who could forbear to weep, when 
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on the following Sabbath a humble fune- 
ral proceeded from the empty inn yard ; 
there was but one mourner, a young and 
slender lad; he claimed no kindred to 
him whom they were bearing to the grave, 
but he wept tears of deep regret, and his 
bosom heaved with heartfelt sorrow ; for 
that young Christian felt, as he looked 
into the open grave^ and heard the loose 
earth fall coldly on the coflSn-lid, that if 
the heavens could have clothed them- 
selves in sackcloth, and the green earth 
had laid aside her verdant dress, and 
wrapped herself in blackness, they could 
not have mourned suflSciently for a lost 
soul. 

Louis was now resolved, whatever the 
consequences might be, he would never 
break the solemn vow he had taken by 
the death-bed of his departed friend ; he 
accordingly again mentioned the subject 
to his uncle, declaring that nothing should 
induce him to act contrary to what he 
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conscientiously considered to be right, 
and not even force would alter his deci- 
sion. His uncle only answered him with 
a sneer, saying, he should soon see who 
would be master. 

Louis, though somewhat timid, when 
matters concerned himself (provided they 
were only of small moment), was never- 
theless firm and detennined when the 
honour of his God, and the welfare of his 
own soul, and those of others, were in- 
volved. He possessed that best of courage, 
moral coiu'age; and doubtless had he 
lived in the days of the martyrs, when 
his sincerity would have been tested at 
the flaming pile, he would not have 
drawn back. 

And the strength of his character was 
soon to be proved ; he heard his uncle's 
harsh voice caUing him, he well knew for 
what purpose, and silently ejaculating a 
prayer for grace to stand firm to the reso- 
lution he had taken, he entered the shop. 



210 LOUIS MATHIEU ; 

** Serve those customers with gin, sir," 
said his uncle, in a menacing tone. 

" I have told you, sir, I never would 
again," answered Louis, calmly. 

His uncle's face turned livid with rage, 
and seizing the youth by the collar, he 
threw him on the floor ; his head struck 
against the door-post, and he became 
insensible alike to the blows of his uncle 
and the wicked jeers of the wretched 
beings who encouraged him in his cruelty. 

When Louis became conscious he found 
himself in his bed, with poor Susan by 
his side, bathing his temples with vinegar 
and water. Louis was permitted to re- 
main quietly that night, but the next day 
he was commanded to perform the same 
act again, which he resolutely refused to 
do, declaring he had been apprenticed 
only to the business of a chemist and 
druggist; his mother being totally igno- 
rant of the circumstance of his uncle 
having a spirit shop, and he could not, 
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therefore, be compelled legally to serve 
in it. His uncle, on hearing Louis's re- 
spectful defence of his conduct, became 
almost mad with rage; for he had threat- 
ened to have him imprisoned 'for not 
obeying his orders, and fulfilling the 
duties assigned him; he, therefore, vented 
his spite on the poor youth in blows and 
kicks. For three weeks did Louis endure 
this cruel treatment, which became the 
more unbearable as his uncle indulged 
too freely in ardent spirits, and when 
under their influence he behaved like one 
bereft of reason, rather than a rational 
being. 

One night, as Louis had just finished 
his supper, his imcle came into the kit- 
chen; he was slightly intoxicated, and, 
with fearful imprecations, declared he 
would compel his nephew to submit to 
his authority, though it should cost him 
his life. Louis trembled, and seeing the 
back door open, obeyed the instinctive 
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promptings of nature, and fled fi-om the 
house. He did not slacken his speed till 
the bright lamps of the city faded from 
his view. He found himself in a narrow 
lane, with a high hedge on either side; 
then throwing his tottering limbs on its 
friendly bank, he anxiously listened, fear- 
ful of hearing the footsteps of his pur- 
suers; but it was only the rustling wind 
sighing mournfully through the bare trees, 
and the keen northern breeze gratefully 
fanned his throbbing temples. Louis 
looked up; the pale stars seemed to whis- 
per hope to his troubled bosom, and bid 
him anticipate the hour when all his 
trials should have an end, and he should 
enter into that rest reserved for the 
children of God. 

Louis was alone indeed ; his precious 
little pocket bible, with one shilling, was 
all he possessed; and where was he to find 
a shelter for the night ? or how procure 
his daily bread ? for who would employ 
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the unknown youth, without a friend to 
recommend him ? These thoughts passed 
rapidly through Louis's mind; but he 
remembered Him who fed Elijah in the 
wilderness, and felt assured He would not 
forsake him in this hour of need. 

But Louis was not far from the city, 
and the dread of being recaptured over- 
came every other feeling; he rose and 
walked, or rather ran on. The winter had 
just set in, and the snow began falling 
thick around him, giving timely notice of 
a severe winter. All through that cold 
and snowy night did Louis hasten onward, 
he knew not whither; but at break of day 
he found himself near a small cottage, 
and being unable to proceed farther, from 
intense fatigue, he sat on the trunk of a 
fallen tree, taking off his shoes to ease his 
blistered feet, though bitterly cold. It was 
pleasant, and, as Louis watched the spar- 
rows and robins, twittering on the cottage 
roof, he thought of his distant home, and 
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how his mother 8 heart would be riven 
with grief when she heard of his depart- 
ure ; he then opened his little bible, and 
as he sat reading it, the tears fell like 
rain-drops on its tiny page. Apoor woman, 
with a pitcher in one hand, and leading a 
small child by the other, come across the 
road to the spring, which was close to 
where he sat; the good woman looked 
kindly on the weeping youth, and in a 
sympathetic tone asked him if he were 
not well, and as it was cold sitting out 
there in the early morn, would not he 
come into her cottage, which was hard by, 
and warm himself. 

Louis, who was shivering with cold, 
thankfully accepted her invitation. How 
comfortable did that little cottage appear 
to the houseless wanderer! the kettle was 
singing over a large blazing wood fire, 
and the breakfast neatly laid out on a 
small round table, which stood in the 
front of the hearth. The kind-hearted 
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woman placed the large arm-chair close 
to the fire, bidding Louis be seated ; she 
then made him a warm cnp of tea, and 
giving him a slice of brown bread and 
butter, desired him to make a hearty 
meal, *^for may be you have a long 
journey before you? " inquired the dame, 
with pardonable curiosity; but Louis' 
full heart could scarcely answer her in- 
quiry, as the thought of his forlorn con- 
dition came more forcibly to his mind. On 
taking leave of this hospitable cottager, he 
oflFered her his only shilling, which she 
resolutely refused, and he went on his 
way. 




CHAPTER VII. 

GUIS thought it would be 
safer to turn from the high- 
way, lest he should be dis- 
covered by his pursuers ; for 
he doubted not but that his implacable 
uncle would search after him far and wide. 
The wind was very cold and boisterous; 
it kept whirling round and round poor 
shivering Louis, who had no warmer 
covering than his jacket ; and as the wan- 
ing day gave indication of the approaching 
night, which, from the appearance of the 
dark clouds, threatened to be a very 
rough and rainy one, he cast in his mind 
what he should do for a shelter from its 
fury. As he drew near to a small village, 
he ventured to enter a little huckster's 
shop, and purchased a bread-cake and 
piece of cheese. 
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How cheerful the large fire in the shop- 
keeper's small back room looked to the 
poor benumbed boy as he closed the 
door, and found himself exposed to the 
pelting storm without ; his first care was 
to procure a refuge for the night, but it 
was long before he oould find one, when 
turning down a dirty, narrow by-lane, he 
crept into a little shed, but the thatch was 
80 much destroyed, that the rain poured 
on his shoulders in a stream. Leaving his 
miserable lodging, he walked a consider- 
able distance, when ricks and stables, 
with the barking of dogs, informed him 
he was in the vicinity of a farm-house. 
Louis hid himself behind a stack of wood 
till he saw the last of the farm-servants, 
an old shepherd, walk slowly round to the 
back of the house, and enter the kitchen. 
Louis followed him with his eyes, the 
flickering light of the large wood fire, as 
it played on the ceiling, revealed the 
happy inmates ; he listened to the merry 

T3 
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laugh of the carter-boys, who were enjoy- 
ing their supper in good earnest in the 
back kitchen, and their mirth made the 
poor lone wanderer feel more desolate 
than before. When it was nearly dark 
Louis was leaving his hiding-place tc 
seek for a bed in one of the bams, whei 
a spiteful cur commenced barking most 
furiously at him. Louis being afraid oi 
detection, shrank back again to his stack 
where he remained for a long time, the 
cur never leaving him for a moment ; al 
length a shepherd-boy coming down the 
lane whistled to the dog, and Louis was 
thus relieved of his enemy. When he 
had listened for a long time, and all was 
perfectly still, he again left his place oi 
concealment, and found a comfortable 
bed on a stack of hay, in a warm, well- 
roofed bam ; after taking off his shoes to 
ease his feet, he ate his bread and cheese 
with a good appetite, not having tasted 
any food since he left the kind cottager 
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in the morning. Though weary and way- 
worn, Louis did not forget to kneel in 
humble prayer, and earnestly besought 
Him who feedeth the young ravens when 
they cry, and withholdeth not his notice 
from the insignificant sparrow, to ex- 
tend his fatherly protection over him 
during the silent watches of the night. 
He arose from his knees refreshed and 
strengthened by the exercise, and laid 
himself down on his lowly bed, and was 
soon asleep. 

" Bless me ! I wonder now I hadn't stuck 
my pitchfork into ye, for I was just 
a going to haul up that bit of hay if ye 
had not a started up," said a kind, though 
rough-looking man, as Louis sprang from 
his bed. " How comed you in here ? " 
asked the man. 

^* Because I couldn't find a better place 
to sleep in," replied Louis, mournfully. 

" Well, as to the matter of that, there 
be many a worser, I dare say, but you 
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belongs to the sort as sleeps in a feather- 
bed, for you ban*t a tramp, I knows," 
said the man, looking very canning. 

Louis blushed, but made no answer. 

" Where be you going to ? do ye live 
far from hereabouts ?" asked the inquisi- 
tive clown. 

Louis wotild not have told an untruth, 
even had it been to save him from detec- 
tion, so he replied — 

"My home is very far from here, it is 
across the sea, and if I cannot obtain 
some employment, I shall endeavour to 
reach the coast, and then perhaps I may 
find a ship, whose captain would cany 
me over." 

" Now, I should never have tooked you 
for a foreigner, yoii be too fair and Eng- 
lish-looking for a Frenchman, and talk so 
plain and understandable too,'* said the 
man, in amazement. 

" I *m a British subject, though bom 



OR, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 221 

in one of the Channel Islands," replied 
Louis, smiling. 

'^ There, it ban't no use talking to I about 
them there outlandish places, I Ve never 
had any book learning, nor can't read, 
worst luck ; but you have got an uncom- 
mon honest face for a Frenchman," re- 
plied the man, beginning to fork up his 
hay. 

" How far is it to the next town?" in^ 
quired Louis. 

" Very nigh upon sixteen miles, I 
reckon," replied the man, then in a low 
whisper he added, "If you be run'd 
away from your master, or summut like 
that, as I guesses ye have, you had better 
make yourself scarce just hereabouts, for 
my master, though he pays his men very 
well, and I haven't got a word to say 
against 'em, mind ye, yet he be a conse- 
quential meddling sort of a gentleman ; 
and if he foimd you here, he *d haul ye 

u 2 



222 LOUIS MATHIEU ; 

up before the magistrates to-morrow 
morning, as sure as my name's Tom 
Gay." 

Louis thanked the man for his useful 
information, and instantly decamped; he 
walked but slowly, for two large blisters 
on his feet were broken, and his limbs 
felt rigid, as if he could scarcely bend 
them; he kept along the towing-path, by 
the side of the canal, which being parti- 
ally frozen over there were but few barges 
plying on it, and Louis ventured to ask 
one good-tempered looking fellow if he 
would give him a seat on his flour sacks, 
to which he readily assented. The man 
smacked his whip and whistled to his 
horses, without taking the slightest notice 
of Louis, who was most grateful for his 
taciturnity, for nothing annoyed the sensi- 
tive lad more than the impertinent curi- 
osity of those with whom he came in 
contact. 

"This be where I stops at for the 
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night/' said the bargeman, pointing to a 
small inn, over whose door was inscribed 
in large letters a kindly invitation to test 
its hospitality. 

Louis entered the little bar-room, and 
timidly asked for a glass of cider. The 
landlady, a very gaily dressed personage, 
with a pair of long ear-drops and blue- 
beaded bracelets encircling her large red 
wrists^ brought it to him. 

" Do you take a seat in the settle by 
the fire, and warm yourself a bit, for 
you are looking dreadfully cold," said 
the hostess, eyeing Louis keenly. 

He thankfully accepted her oflfer, while 
she, placing her great hands on her hips, 
stood looking at him. 

" Now, don't you want something to 
eat with that glass of cider ? " inquired the 
woman. 

"No, thank you, ma'am," replied Louis. 

"Are you going far down the country; 
or do you mean to wait till Jones goes on 
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with his barge? he stops here two days," 
said the woman. 

"No," replied Louis, taking out the 
money to pay his talkative hostess. 

"Well, now don't let me drive you 
away from the fire, I shan't charge you 
anything for that trifle, and may be 
you ' ve got a good step before you reach 
your mother's house," replied the woman, 
laying her hand on Louis's shoulder to 
detain him. 

The mention of his mother*s home, 
though spoken by rude unthinking lips, 
made the friendless boy's bosom heave, 
and tears choked the words he would have 
uttered. They were not unnoticed by the 
landlady; but her idle curiosity to know 
the destination of the young strange 
silenced the kindly promptings of her 
nature, which bid her cease her imperti- 
nent inquiries. 

" Now you look tender and gentleman- 
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like, as if you wasn't used to travelling 
much on foot ; I think you 'd better stop 
here for the night, and go by the carrier 
to-morrow to the place you are after," 
suggested the indefatigable questioner, 
who kindly added, " but I shan't make a 
charge." 

" No, I cannot remain any longer, 
though I 'm very much obliged for your 
goodness towards me," replied Louis, 
hastening from the house, and resolving 
for the future to come in collision with 
his species as little as possible. 

It was a dreadful night indeed for the 
houseless youth : hail, rain, and sleet beat 
upon his defenceless head ; in vain he 
sought for an asylum from its rage, the 
leafless trees and bare hedges could afford 
him no protection ; he groped along in the 
midnight darkness without one star to 
lend its feeble light ; at length he found 
a partial shelter in an old hovel, where. 
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with no softer resting-place than the 
damp cold ground, his weary eyelids 
closed in sleep. 

The watery sun was striving in vain to 
pierce the thick clouds which covered the 
wintry sky, as Louis, cramped and feverish, 
rose from his wretched couch; but the 
winds wafted the sound of voices to his 
listening ear, and an indefinable dread crept 
over him as they became more and more 
distinct. Louis could hear the loud throb- 
bing of his heart, for well he knew that 
sound ; those sharp nasal tones were his 
uncle's; fear gave strength to his tottering 
limbs, he leaped over ditches, and dashed 
through hedges, with the speed of a 
hunted stag. 

On, on he went, but no refuge was 
near, and hope had almost fled from his 
quaking spirit, when suddenly turning a 
corner, he saw in an adjoining meadow a 
cottage half in ruins ; it gave an impetus 
to his failing energies, he cleared the 
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broad ditch, which surrounded it, with a 
bound, but when he enteiied it, how was 
he disappointed to find nothing but four 
bare walls. He listened, the sound became 
again distinct, and peeping through the 
broken window, he saw two men ap- 
proaching ; it needed not a second glance 
to tell him one was his uncle, the other a 
constable; with uplifted hands and stream- 
ing eyes he cried mightily to the strong 
for strength, to Him who relieved the 
three Hebrew youths, and like them he 
did not cry in vain. While looking round 
the walls he observed that a small chim- 
ney still stood, but being overgrown 
with ivy he had not noticed it before. It 
was very old, and he half feared to climb 
it, for the bricks gave way beneath his 
weight ; but no other place of security was 
near, so he gladly availed himself of that ; 
he held his breath, as footsteps ap- 
proached. 

" I don't believe he 's in this direction. 
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North; I told you we should lose the 
scent if we came this way," said Mr. 
Drew, in his usual confident tones. 

" I 've lost the foot-marks for a long 
while, but no wonder, because the rain 
last night washed all the snow away, and 
nobody could see foot-prints across this 
here meadow, though I traced them to 
those ploughed fields yonder," replied 
the constable. 

" Well, go over and look in that old 
place out there, and see what *s to be 
seen." 

The ofl&cer obeyed, and Louis heard 
him splashing through the ditch. 

" I should like to see the donkey who 'd 
hide in these naked walls," replied the 
constable, giving the old chimney a good 
rap with his staff. 

" Come on, then," cried Mr. Drew, "for 
my boots are soaking wet, and I must go 
to some public-house, if there is such a 
thing to be found about here, and get 
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something hot, or I shall catch mj 
death." 

The constable followed with the greatest 
alacrity, and the terrified Louis heard 
the sound of their voices die away in the 
distance. When he had convinced him- 
self there was no longer any danger, he 
climbed to the top of the shaky old 
chimney ; looking all around, and finding 
the coast clear, he let himself down, and 
kneeling on the earth, poured out his 
grateful thanks to God for his deli- 
verance. 

Louis was greatly perplexed which road 
he should take, fearing to return to 
the village, lest he should encounter 
his uncle, and dreading to spend a night 
on the bleak common, which extended 
several miles without one human habita- 
tion to afford a shelter from the incle- 
ment weather- After ruminating for 
some time, he determined to continue 
his route over the barren heath; the 
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blue curling smoke from a cottage chim- 
ney at length relieved the monotony of 
the scene; the poor wayfaring Louis hesi- 
tatingly lifted the latch, and asked for a 
cup of cold water. The thrifly matron 
was just pouring out a saucepan full of 
potatoes into a dish for her numerous 
progeny. 

" Will you allow me to rest a short 
time in your cottage?" inquired Louis, 
as he placed the cup on the table. 

" Oh, yes, sir. Sally, fetch a chair. 
You found it terrible cold crossing the 
common, didn't you T* asked the woman. 

" What a smutty face you 've got," 
said a little chubby fellow of four years 
old. 

"Have I?" replied Louis, blushing 
deeply, for the rains of many years had 
washed the old chimney so clean, he did 
not think there could have been a par- 
ticle of soot left, but the little fellow was 
right. 
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"You naughty boy, to be so rude. 
Tommy," said his mother, slapping her 
son. " If I may be so bold to ax such a 
thing, perhaps you 'd like a plate of these 
here potatoes?" asked the poor woman, 
kindly. 

Louis cheerfully received the proffered 
gift, for he was very hungry. 

" Be you going far on this way?" in- 
quired the woman. 

" To the next town, where I hope to 
obtain some employment," replied Louis. 

"Ah, I'm afeard you'll find that a 
hard matter ; my poor husband was out 
of work eight weeks last winter, and we 
was terribly hard pushed for money, 
though to be sure I knows his 'n ban't 
the sort of work you does ; I suppose 
you write in an office, or summut of 
that sort," said the woman. 

" I should wish to do so," replied 
Louis, rising, and thanking the good 
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dame, adding, " Will you please to direct 
me the nearest way to the next town ?" 

" I '11 try at it, sir, but it 's a comical 
matter to make a stranger understand 
these cross roads, and you be about two 
miles out of the main one, and it was 
only last week that an old gentleman 
wandered about here for hours before hi 
found it out." 

The good woman then commenced 
with the greatest care and minuteness tc 
direct the forlorn traveller in the righl 
way, who on taking leave of her, doubled 
little Tommy's fat chubby fingers dowi 
on his last penny. 



.-^yw 




CHAPTER Vni. 

,ALF-PAST twelve 
o'clock," sung out a 
burly watchman, as he 
walked with slow and measured 
^ tread the silent streets of a neat 
\ country town, tucking his head 
deeper into the high stuck-up collar 
is great-coat, to keep his ears warm, 
e one long narrow streak of light 
I his great lantern fell obliquely on 
pure untrodden snow; the end of its 
resting on the door-step of a void 
;e, revealed to the watchman's half- 
eyes something huddled together, 
leaning against the door-post; the 
hman turned his lantern round, let- 
its light fall full upon the face of a 
• half-frozen youth, whose closed eyes « 
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and colourless cheeks gave him the a] 
pearance of one nearly dead. 

" What on earth makes you sit out he; 
in such a dreadful bitter night as this 1 
asked the watchman, laying hold of tl 
lad's arm, and shaking him roughly. 

" Who, what is it, do you want m 
cousin ? " asked the affirighted boy, stari 
wildly round him. 

" Come, try and see if ye can't wa 
back with me," said the watchman, e 
deavouring to assist the lad to rise, b 
his benumbed limbs refused to obey t 
injunction, and he fell back heavi 
against the door. " I believes as how y 
be more than three parts froze, and ii 
hadn't a seen you when I did, ye would 
a been alive in the morning to tell wl 
sort of bed ye had," said the watchmi 
springing his rattle. 

A watchman from another street ca] 
with a shuflBing run, a sort of make-belie 
* speed, to his brother's aid. 
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" What a time you be a coming, Jonah ; 
here 's this poor young creature most 
frozed to death ; give a hand to caiTy him 
to a bit warmer place than this here.'* 

The two watchmen then bore the un- 
conscious stranger to the watch-house. It 
was a small room, and the only furniture 
it contained was a deal table, which stood 
in the centre, and three wooden chairs ; 
but a great coal-fire burned brightly in 
the dirty rusty grate, lighting the whole 
room with its cheerful blaze ; and as the 
watchmen shut the door against the keen 
north wind and pelting hailstones, they 
thought there might be a worse place in 
the world than that. 

" Get them there sacks, and let 's lay 
him right in front of the fire, Jonah, and 
if that don't thaw 'em, I don't know what 
will," said the old watchman. 

** WeU, Mr. Hart," replied Jonah, *4f 
this poor fellow don't have the rheumatics 
in every joint of his body after this, it '11 
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be a miracle; why he hasn't got a dry 
thread on 'em." 

" I think I Ve got a drop of beer in 
that bottle up there," said Mr. Hart, going 
to a small shelf ; '^ and if I have I 'U warm 
it for 'em, 'twill do him good." 

Mr. Hart shook the bottle but found it 
empty. 

" Ah ! Jonah, you 've been at it I find." 

" Well, Mr. Hart, a man must have a 
drop of something to keep the cold out 
this pinching night, for I haven't known 
a colder these thirty years," replied Jonah. 

" Well," said Mr. Hart, placing his hat 
on the table, and seating himseK by the 
fire, ^^I think you had better be off 
to your beat again, Jonah, but I must 
stop here with this poor body, for if he 
were left alone, the coals might fall out 
on him, and he be burnt to a cinder, and 
no one any the wiser; though I ban'tthe 
man to shrink from my duty, and don't 
care a fig for the bad weather." 
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"I expect they wouldn't bum very 
long on his wet garments ; but certainly 
it's comfortabler in here than outside/' 
replied Jonah, with a sneer, slanuning the 
door after him. 

Mr. Hart was soon snoring in his 
chair ; but the intense heat from the fire 
made the poor sleeper restless, and he 
began to move. 

" What be the fire too much for ye ? " 
asked the old watchman, kindly, at the 
same time lifting him to the opposite side, 
and reaching down from a peg behind 
the door an old great coat, he wrapped 
the lad carefrdly up in it. '* I declare the 
poor fellow must be terribly tired, for 
nothing wakes him; there, to be sure, 
these youngsters be such sleepy-headed 
creatures, that I verily believe they'd 
snore in a duck-pond, if their heads were 
only jest above water," muttered Mr. Hart 
to himself, at the same time leaning his 
head upon his hands on the table, he 
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followed the youngster's example in good 
earnest. 

The clock struck seven, and Mr. Hart 
began rubbing his eyes, then stirring the 
fire; finally, rising and stretching his arms 
to the ceiling, gave a good hearty yawn, 
when feeling all right for the day, he went 
to the door; the snow had fallen very fast 
during the last few hours, and the entrance 
to the house was blocked up with it, so 
the tardy watchman fetched a broom and 
began sweeping it away, in the same 
dawdling dreamy style as he trod his 
beat; having completed this laborious 
duty, he rested on the broom-handle, 
looking wistfully romid for a neighbour 
to gossip with, when a gay young sailor 
came jolting down the street; his small 
feet were encased in a pair of thin pumps, 
the long ribbon ties of which dangled in 
the snow; his broad blue trowsers and 
jacket were new, and a diminutive cap 
was knowingly balanced on the side of his 



OB. THE GUEBNSET LAD. 289 

head; he carried a bright jellow stick 
across his shoulder, to the end of which 
hung a bundle^ tied up in ared silk hand- 
kerehief. It was evident that neither 
the cloudy atmosphere, nor drizzhng sleet, 
could damp the elasticity of his spirits, 
for he was whistling merrily; and not 
satisfied with that, when he finished the 
tune he shouted out the chorus, in a dear 
bravo sort of manner^ making the drowsy 
housemaids run to the windows, to see 
ihe man whose heart was light enough to 
sing on such a morning. 

"Where may you be sailing to, my 
fine fellow ? " asked Mr. Hart, shaking the 
sailor cordially by the hand, on several 
fingers of which blazed a large thick dia- 
mond ring. 

"I'm going by the coach to Lyme 
Begis, and then home, wind and weather 
permitting," replied the young sailor ; ad- 
ding, " You must have found it fearfully 
cold on your beat last night, Mr. Hart ?" 
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"Indeed I did, sir, I haven't known 
such a biting night these manj years," 
replied the watchman. 

*' K any poor fellow were adrift with- 
out a hammock last night, I don't expect 
he'll ever see the sun again^" said the 
sailor, taking out a richly-mounted meer- 
schaum, and filling it with tobacco. I sup- 
pose you '11 let a fellow have a light ? " 
asked he. 

" To be sure I will, sir," replied the 
watchman, leading the way into the room; 
adding, " You have some first-rate tobacco 
there, I see." 

"Yes, indeed, should you like a quid?" 
inquired the sailor, going up to the fire, 
but stopped short, asking, in a whisper, 
" Who 's that wrapped up in that old coat ?" 

" I don't know, but he 's a poor lad we 
picked up last night, and almost frozen to 
death," replied the watchman. 

The sailor laid down his pipe, and 
gently pushing back the clustering curls 
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from off the smooth forehead, raised the 
drooping head. 

"May be somebody hereabouts may 
know him," said Mr. Hart. 

"I know him — don't I know my old 
school comrade? Oh! Louis, Louis, 
speak to me ; you shan't die, and in such 
a place too," said the young sailor, pas- 
sionately, folding him in his arms. 

" Did you call ? — ^yes, sir, I 'm coming," 
answered the poor boy, starting up, and 
looking round in terror. 

"Don't you know who I am, Louis? 
Look at me, there 's no one here to injure 
you, I '11 take care of that, for I 'm your 
own old merry Jerry." 

The large dark brilliant eyes of the 
poor youth gazed intently on the face of 
his long-absent friend, but there was no 
recognition in the look. 

" I think he must have run 'd away from 
some mazed house, or else he 's in a great 
fever; just look how hot his face is, and 
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his sense is gone anyhow," said Mr. 
Hart, looking puzzled. 

" Call a fly directly, wiU you, and I '11 
take him to uncle's." 

"No, no, don't — oh! don't take me 
back to him," cried Louis, in imploring 
accents, clinging to his Mend, and trem- 
bling with fear. 

** You shall go nowhere but with me," 
replied Jerry, soothingly ; " but how came 
you here? I did not know you were in 
England." 

In vain Jerry questioned his friend, 
for reason had fled from his fevered bram^ 
and no answer was returned, save more 
earnest entreaties for protection. Jerry 
and the watchman lifted the fainting 
Louis into the carriage; and while they 
are swifUy driven to the dark, dull, and 

somewhat unhealthy locality, Street, 

we will relate how Jerry came to be a 
visitor in the inland town of Frome. 

Jerry's aunt, Dorothee, had an only 
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sister, who married when very young a 
boatswain; this brave yonng sailor fell ill, 
while his ship lay in the Portsmouth 
Docks undergoing repairs; his affec- 
tionate wife^ on receiving the sad intelli- 
gence, sailed from her native isle of 
Guernsey, to attend her sick husband; 
but her devoted care was all in vain, for 
he died in a few weeks. After his decease, 
it became necessary for her to seek for 
some employment; she sought and ob- 
tained the situation of housekeeper to a 
person who kept a marine store ; to this 
worthy individual she was married, five 
years after the death of her first husband ; 
her second partner, Mr. King, inherited 
considerable property from his father^ 
who carried on the same business as 
himself, in the quiet town of Frome, to 
whence he removed on his father's death, 
and where he still resided. Jerry's ship 
having cast anchor in the -Plymouth 
Sound, he was resolved to gratify his 
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uncle and aunt's long-cherished wish to 
see their nephew, and had been their 
welcome guest for many weeks ; but intend- 
ing to spend the remaining portion of his 
holidays in his native home, he bade 
them adieu on the very morning he so 
providentially discovered his poor school- 
fellow, alone, sick, and friendless, in the 
watch-house. 

Mr. King's was an awkward old house, 
with bow windows, one being appropri- 
ated to the shop, the other adorned the 
best parlour; you were obliged to descend 
by a steep step into his shop ; but when 
safely landed on the mat, or well-swept 
floor, you would find sufficient to amuse 
you : arranged on the shelves, behind 
the counter, were innumerable packages, 
containing pepper-boxes, scissors, knives, 
brass rings, gipsy's wares, snuff-boxes, 
and other articles, enough to employ an 
industrious lad many an hour to dust: 
behind the shop was a small parlour, with 
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a glass pane placed in the door, that the 
careful couple, or their smart maid, Eliza, 
might see who entered while they partook 
of their meals. In the large seat of the 
bow-window, in the best parlour, were a 
number of flower-pots, in which were 
half-dead myrtles and dried-up fuchsias ; 
but the room was substantially furnished 
with mahogany chairs, and Mrs. King's 
especial favourite, a soft sofa; for that 
good lady, having no family or other cares 
,to occupy her mind, came to the conclu- 
sion that as no other trouble presented 
itself, her health must henceforth draw 
sighs from her heaving bosom, and over- 
shadow her pleasant countenance with 
anxious forebodings. She was nevertheless 
an amiable woman, though from the selfish 
indulgence of her own supposed ailments, 
and the false notion arising from it that 
she at least was exempt from searching 
out the cause of the distressed, she 
neither relieved the needy, nor made the 
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" widow's heart to sing for joy," because 
she lived in sinful ignorance of their 
wants, though blessed with abundance. 

Mr. King was a short, stout man, with 
very little legs — so small, indeed, were 
they, many marvelled how they had car- 
ried the burly body so long without sink- 
ing under the weight ; but they, neverthe- 
less, appeared likely to continue their 
services for many years. But if he had 
small legs, he was blessed with a large 
head, and a clever, knowing expression, 
of countenance. He was very good- 
tempered, and took a prodigious quantity 
of snuff. He liked serving a chatty cus- 
tomer ; but nothing pleased him so much 
as to lean over his gate, which he had 
placed at his shop door, ostensibly to 
keep impertinent curs from intruding 
their noses into his premises, but in verity 
as a resting-place for his own arms, and 
a post of observation, from whence he 
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heard the news of the town from the slij)' 
shod tailor opposite. 

Mr. King was, as usual, bending over 
his gate, when his nephew drove up to his 
door. He stood lost in bewildered aston- 
ishment as Jerry and the fly-man lifted 
the poor sick Louis out, but tenderly 
helped to carry him up the narrow stairs- 
leading out of his best parlour. Poor 
Mrs. King, who was lying on the sofa by 
the fire, went into hysterics, supposing 
the pale youth to be dead. But if Mrs. 
King could render no assistance, it was 
not so ¥dth the brisk Eliza. She was a 
skilful nurse, and soon had the shivering 
Louis in a warm bed, whose genial heat 
threw him into an unquiet slumber, while 
Jerry went for the doctor. In those days 
medical gentlemen were not so numerous 
as now, so the little town of Frome could 
only boast of two. The elder doctor, 
being a rich man, was suffering fearfully 
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firon die goal, and pmbdhfy wodU not 
hxre attPiMM on Ids S atciog n bad his 
aid been s<rficited, fatr so irascible was 
his tender, that even bis own wife feared 
to i^proaeh him. The odier wordi j had 
gone to Tisit a coontrj patient, so Jenj 
had a weary hour to wait for his return. 
At length the doctor came, shnffimg along 
bj Jerry's side, with an air of great 
importance, his brows knit thoo^tfnlly, 
for the talkative saikHr had informed him 
that Louis's case was a desperate one. 
He followed Eliza i^ the winding, creak- 
ing stairs. His yoong patient lay on his 
snow-white pillow, but the beantifal and 
benign expression of his countenance 
had given place to a strange, anxious 
look. He watched the doctor and his 
friend Jerry's approach to his bedside 
with evident trepidation; and when Dr. 
Buchanan felt his pulse, he pronounced 
him in a high fever — though not a conta- 
giouH one, as he confidently assured 
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Mrs. King, and promised to call in the 
course of two hours. 

The true-hearted Jerry would not 
leave his dear, sick Louis, even for a 
moment, but sat listening to his deli- 
rious wanderings. While under these 
mental delusions, his mind would revert 
to his happy boyhood days: he was 
again in the merry play- ground, or 
scaling the rocks with his schoolfellows. 
Then the sweet old smile would return, 
and Jerry fancied he must surely know 
him again ; but soon a deep shade would 
pass over his fair features, and he would 
sigh and moan as if undergoing severe 
chastisement. Sometimes he would en- 
deavour to conceal himself under the 
clothes, or start from his bed to seek 
protection from his supposed oppressor 
by flight. Jerry's eyes would overflow 
with tears as he thought of the cruel 
wrongs his gentle friend must have 
endured. 
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One week had passed, and the fever- 
stricken youth still continued in so dan- 
gerous a condition, that his medical 
attendant despaired of his recovery. The 
next morning was a very wet one, and 
Mr. King was leaning, as usual, over his 
shop gate, looking very grave, for he felt 
much for the widow's son, whom he 
feared had come to die in his house ; but 
suddenly he was roused from his melan- 
choly reverie by a consequential voice 
asking him if he were Mr. King. 

'' My name is King, sir," replied the 
little man, drawing himself up to his fall 
height. 

" Well, sir, I 'm come about a runaway 
fellow, an apprentice of mine, whom 
I We traced to your house." 

" Perhaps you will walk inside, sir, and 
then we can talk the matter over more 
privately," politely replied Mr. King, see- 
ing the neighbom*s were gathering to 
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their doors and windows to listen to the 
loud-talking stranger. 

The man being ushered into the best 
parlour, made a short bow to Mrs. King, 
but declined taking a seat. 

" Now, sir, my name 's Drew," said the 
worthy, extending his arm, and trying to 
look portentous, " and I live at Bristol ; 
this chap that I know you Ve got con- 
cealed somewhere about your premises, 
was apprenticed to me two years and a- 
half ago, and he 's just as long again to 
serve me before his term expires : now 
I Ve incurred a rare deal of expense in 
scampering after him, and I won't be 
balked, so deliver him up peaceably, or 
I 'U have a search-warrant made out to 
scour your place," and the chemist waxed 
redder and redder. 

Mr. King felt nervous and uncomfort- 
able; he had always led a quiet life, 
and was unused to scenes, but he cleared 
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his throat, and answered with as much 

courage as he could muster : 

"Keally, sir, I think you might wait 

for an explanation of the matter before 

you talk of enforcing legal proceedings ; 

your apprentice is certainly in my house, 

and I fear at the point of death." 

" Pshaw ! pshaw ! " interrupted the 

chemist, with a sardonic laugh; "you 
don't take me for such an ass, do you, as 

to think I 'm going to believe that, Mr. 
King ? " retorted the angry man. 

" Whether you choose to believe or not, 
it 's true ; the poor boy 's in my room, 
overhead, in a dreadful fever, and Dr. 
Buchanan informed me this very morning 
he didn't calculate he 'd live another 
week ; and I feel persuaded you 've be- 
haved a cruel part towards the Mendless 
lad, from all that I can gather from his 
ravings, for he hasn't been in his right 
senses since he was brought into this 
house, which is a week ago, last Sator- 
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day," said Mrs. King, with an energy her 
husband never conceived she possessed. 
While this conversation was carried on 
in the best parlour, Eliza, who had been 
long listening at the top of the stairs, ran 
in to Jerry, whispering to him that Louis' 
dreaded uncle was come. The young 
sailor nimbly glided from the room, and 
going into his aunt's lumber -closet, 
brought out a long horsewhip, declariog, 
he only wished it had been a cat-o'-nine- 
tails, for then he would have broken 
every bone in the fellow's body with it. 
Eliza seized Jerrjr by the arm, vainly 
attempting to hold him back from going 
down the stairs; but the sailor was too 
strong for her, and Jerry landed at the 
stair's door just as the doctor entered 
the room by the other. The uncle looked 
a little terrified at his nephew, shrewdly 
guessing his intention from the instru- 
ment of chastisement he held in his 
hand; he gave a knowing wink at Jerry, 

7. 
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who, understanding his uncle's meaning, 
swaggered into the shop, and there depo- 
sited the whip. 

Mr. King, bidding the doctor be seated, 
commenced, though not without first vigor- 
ously resorting to his snufif-box for en- 
couragement; and nervously letting half 
of the powder fall on his bright yellow 
breeches, he related the whole of the 
case, with many superfluous words, and a 
little action, merely for effect's sake, to 
the solemn -looking Scotchman, who, after 
patiently hearing the little man to the 
end of his harangue, pronounced the fol- 
lowing verdict, — that he would himself 
first visit his young patient, and if he 
found him less excited than when last he 
visited him, then Mr. Drew should see 
his apprentice, and satisfy himself as to 
the sincerity of his indisposition. 

The doctor, finding Louis very calm, 
concluded he might venture to admit the 
uncle into the sick room. The chemist 
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quickly ascended the rickety stairs, his 
thick boots creaking as he went. He 
rudely pulled back the curtain, rousing 
the poor youth from his long wished-for 
rest. But his eyes were too heavy to re- 
main open long enough to recognize his 
uncle, even had he not been delirious. 
The chemist stood frowning over his 
unconscious nephew, feeling his pulse. 
Surely that heart must have been hard 
indeed which could not shed one tear as 
it watched that lovely countenance, and 
felt that throbbing pulse, knowing that 
unless a favourable crisis should shortly 
take place, the fatherless boy, the only 
son of his widowed mother, would be 
quickly carried to his imtimely grave. 
And yet he w^pt not; and having tho- 
roughly convinced himself of his appren- 
tice's dangerous state, the unfeeling uncle 
left the room, though not without a strict 
injunction to Mr. King that, if he should 
recover, which he considered very doubt- 
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ful, he must immediately forward him to 
his house. at Bristol. 

While the chemist was standing by the 
bedside of his nephew a bright thought 
passed through Jerry's mind. Among 
the other miscellaneous articles of traffic, 
his uncle bought and sold rags; these, 
when purchased, were thrown into a cellar 
through a trap-door, which was concealed 
by a large mat placed over it, just at the 
entrance of the shop. The active Jerry 
softly crept from the room, and slipping 
gently down the stairs and through the 
parlour, which was empty, his aunt being 
with the sick Louis, he pulled away the 
mat, and let down the trap-door, then 
carefully replaced it, without even EUza 
being cognizant of whaf he had done. 
He returned to the room, and, as Mr. 
Drew was about to withdraw, Jerry po- 
litely essayed to conduct him to the door. 
The conceited chemist held up his head, 
and did not deign to thank the young 
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sailor for his courtesy, but, stepping his 
foot on the treacherous mat, he sank, with 
a fearful scream, into the loathsome 
cellar beneath. 

EUza, who heard the noise, rushed 
into the shop to ascertain the cause. 
Jerry, as well as his laughter would per- 
mit, explained the malter. Their prisoner 
might easily have been liberated through 
the cellar door, but it was locked, and 
Jerry, hearing from Eliza that her master 
had the key in his pocket, declared Louis 
should not be disturbed by her entering 
his room to inquire for it. He therefore 
began looking about for a rope, and when 
he considered his captive had been long 
enough in the lower regions, and had 
time to admire his den, he threw it down 
to him. The indignant Mr. Drew was 
only too glad to seize the other end, and 
Jerry, with the assistance of a young 
butcher who had just brought his uncle's 
meat to the door, hauled from under deck 

7.^ 
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the dusty, dirt-begrimed chemist into the 
light of day. 

When Mr. Drew found himself on terra 
firma again he began swearing and abusing 
his deliverers, calling them grinning apes, 
and shook his fist at the young sailor, 
telling him he was sure he had done it 
designedly. But Jerry gave the enraged 
man plenty of sea-room ; and the butcher 
caught up his basket, not wishing his 
meat to be defiled by the dust from off his 
clothes, which he was beating with his 
hand in lieu of a brush. The peals upon 
peals of merry laughter from Jerry, the 
butcher, and Eliza, rang long in the ears 
of the disconcerted Mr. Drew as he went 
muttering down the street. 

With what anxious solicitude did this 
excellent family watch over the suffering 
stranger, who could not even repay them 
by his grateful thanks, for he was totally 
oblivious, even of the presence of his 
beloved Jerry. Hearing he was fast 
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hastening to the grave, Mrs. King desired 
their pious vicar to visit the dear youth, 
hoping that one lucid interval might he 
granted him, in which her pastor could 
direct his mind 'to the glorious realities 
of heaven, where they all anticipated he 
soon would he ; for Jerry had related to 
his aimt how early his friend Louis had 
given his heart to the Lord, and how 
humbly and consistently he had followed 
in the footsteps of his divine Redeemer, 
even when a little child. 

The good vicar was ever willing to 
visit the house of mourning ; no slight 
indisposition, nor unfavourable weather, 
detained him from the bed of sickness or 
death; for he had learned in the school 
of affliction to weep with those who weep. 
As he softly approached the bed, and his 
eyes glanced for the first time on the 
sweet youth resting there, a bright flush 
overspread his placid countenance; he 
suddenly placed his hand on his heaTl, <cix 
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a sharp pang had darted through it ; he 
stood motionless for a short time, and 
then the big tears coursed rapidly down 
his cheeks. After regaining his usual 
composure, he took the hand of the 
youth, and bending over him, gently 
whispered, " Fear not, for I have re- 
deemed thee : I have called thee by thy 
name, thou art mine." 

" That is very, very beautiful," replied 
Louis, rising in his bed, and looking in- 
tently into the speaker's eyes ; " but that 
voice, I heard it long, long ago, where the 
wild winds whistle through the tall rocks, 
but they have borne it from me again, and 
I shall hear it no more," and he hid his 
face in his hands. 

The good vicar pressed the fatherless 
one to his bosom, and seeing his little 
bible lying on the counterpane, he 
opened it at the fly-leaf, on which was 
inscribed Louis' and his father's name; 
with a tremblmg^ hand he placed it on 
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his pillow, and hastily left the room to 
give free vent to his overflowing heart. 

That night Louis slept long, and dui*- 
ing the greater part of the next day. 
How Jerry's heart throbbed with hope as 
he counted the many hours his own dear 
Louis had enjoyed undisturbed repose ! 
at length he opened his eyes, and his 
first conscious gaze fell on the face of his 
faithful Jerry, who felt it well repaid him 
for all his weary watchings. 

But Louis was still very weak, and Dr. 
Buchanan strictly desired him to be kept 
perfectly quiet. The vicar visited him 
the following day, when Louis instantly 
recognized him as his old friend Mr. 
Darwen, and eagerly inquired for his 
young playmate, Arthur. The pious cler- 
gyman informed him, with many tears, 
that since he saw him last the Lord had 
seen fit to bereave him of his beloved 
wife and only child ; but that he grieved 
not as those who have no hope, for he 
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knew they had only reached their heavenly 
home a short time before him, for soon 
should he hear his blessed Saviour's 
voice, saying, " Come up hither ; " then 
should he be reunited with them in the 
glorious mansions above. " But we hope," 
continued the good vicar, '* that the 
Lord will restore you/' 

" No, no,'* interrupted Louis, weeping 
bitterly, " let me die ; I long to join the 
pale boy singing in heaven." 

For some time they mingled their 
tears and sighs together^ and then the 
pious vicar knelt in prayer, begging the 
Lord, if it were his will, to restore the 
afflicted youth, and make him eminently 
useful to the church of Christ, and a 
blessing to his beloved relatives. 

Louis slowly recovered, and his grati- 
tude to his devoted friends who had suc- 
coured him in his great distress was 
imbounded, but his mind continually 
reverted to his mother; he knew not 
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whether his uncle had written to inform 
her of his desertion and illness ; how he 
tremhled to think of the grief he probably 
had occasioned her, and his dear grand- 
parents and sisters. 

A few weeks of Jerry's holidays yet 
remained, and after mature consideration, 
his friends considered the best plan to 
adopt would be, for Jerry to return to 
his native Guernsey to visit his relatives, 
who were anxiously expecting him, and 
relate to Mrs. Mathieu what had oc- 
curred. Louis* weak hand could scarcely 
guide the pen through the long letter, 
blurred by many a tear, which Jerry was 
to convey to his mother. 

It was a sorrowful parting between the 
two Mends, but the young sailor would 
not leave Louis till he had faithfully pro- 
mised him he would not return to his 
uncle's till he had received his mother's 
sanction to do so. Many were the com- 
mands Jerry gave to his uncle, aunt, and 
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the smart Eliza respecting his friend ; for 
could the kind-hearted young tar have 
had the control of events, his Louis 
would have sailed over a smooth ocean. 

The dark clouds of adversity which had 
long himg lowering over the head of the 
lonely apprentice were swiftly drifting 
away; the heavenly Refiner had seen 
meet to cast him into the furnace of 
afiUction, that henceforth he might reflect 
more vividly His own bright image, and 
he now came forth like gold seven times 
purified. 

Mr. King regarded his young visitor, 
thus strangely thrown on his protection, 
with fatherly affection, and when Louis was 
sufficiently recovered to bear the fatigue 
he accompanied him every day in a hired 
carriage for a drive, and was never weary 
in devising schemes for his pleasure and 
amusement. Mrs. King loved to sit and 
read by the couch of the gentle lad, de- 
claring it made her endure her own 
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Bufferings better when she saw bow pa- 
tiently be bore bis. As to Eliza, sbe 
averred sbe could wait on bim day and 
night without feeling her legs give way 
under her ; be was so thankful, and a&aid 
of giving unnecessary trouble, and then 
be would talk to her so sweetly of holy 
things, that she always felt happier when 
with him. 

Was it strange every one loved so good 
and amiable a youth, and that he found 
total strangers become affectionate Mends, 
who rejoiced to make him feel at home, 
and with unbegrudging hands adminis- 
tered to bis necessities? But, amongst 
all his kind friends, Louis had not one 
who loved bim more truly than good Mr. 
Darwen. He daily visited bim ; and the 
thought of the delicate youth returning 
to his cruel uncle distressed bis benevo- 
lent heart greatly. He knew, too, bow 
Louis loved to spend bis hours in reading 
and improving his mind, and he could 
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not bear to think of the dmdgery the 
sensitive lad would again have to undergo; 
for, to a philosophic mind like Louis', 
capable of treading the circle of the 
sciences, and fitted to mingle in the 
society of the learned and good, surely 
it must be a daily, nay hourly, drudgery 
to associate with the ignorant, mean, and 
grovelling. 

The discerning vicar conversed long 
and seriously to Louis on his abandoning 
the business to which he had been ap- 
prenticed, and becoming a candidate for 
holy orders. He was young, and would 
have many years of preparatory study, 
which would enable him to be an eflGicient 
minister of the Gospel of Christ. Louis' 
heart responded most fervently to the 
appeals of his excellent Mend, but it 
appeared to him a blessing far beyond 
his power ever to attain. There were 
obstacles which seemed insurmountable. 
Who would annul his term of apprentice- 
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ship with his uncle? Who support him 
while at college ? He was poor ; to ob- 
tain fiinds for suc& a purpose was impos- 
sible. Thus ^reasoned Louis. 




CHAPTER IX. 

^/HE vicar entered Mrs. King's 
^7)|ji|fC^ snug best parlour with a smile 
' |%|ffl |Jj"J of more than ordinary plea- 
^^'.^^^i*t; sure on his benevolent coun- 
tenance; his step, too, was more elastic; 
and there was something akin to excite- 
ment in his demeanour, as if he were the 
bearer of good news. He drew the arm- 
chair, ptaced ready for him, nearer the 
fire, then warming his hands and placing 
his pocket handkerchief over his knee, he 
looked archly at Louis, who was lying on 
the sofa, narrowly watching the face of 
his kind visitor ; he felt his heart flutter 
violently, though why it should he could 
not divine. 

'* Well, Louis," said the vicar, " I 
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received a letter from your uncle at 
Bristol this morning/* 

" Oh, have you, sir ?" replied the poor 
lad, rising, and turning very pale. 

" Yes, and he has accepted the sum I 
sent him in lieu of the remaining term of 
your apprenticeship ; will you read it ? " 
asked Mr. Darwen. 

Louis fancied himself much stronger 
than he really was, and had appeared 
outwardly cheerful lest he should give 
pain to his friends, though the dread of 
returning to his uncle's had pressed like 
a heavy weight upon his young heart, 
and the burden was too abruptly removed 
— he fainted. Mrs. King, who had almost 
ceased to remember her own ailments, 
her time being fully occupied in devoted 
attention to the sick boy, immediately 
procured restoratives, and soon the gentle 
Louis could rest his head on the shoulder 
of the kind vicar, and listen as he read 
the welcome letter. Louis felt he could 
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readily forgive his uncle all the pain he 
had occasioned him to suffer, if it were 
only to experience the joy of that hour. 
The good clergyman encircled his arm 
around the still trembling youth, and 
looking affectionately at him, asked — 
" Louis, will you do me a favour ?" 
" Oh, yes, sir, if it cost me my life I 
would," replied the grateful boy, earnestly. 
" I trust it will not be at so costly a 
sacrifice," replied the vicar. " But you 
know, my child, the Lord has seen meet 
to bereave me of my cherished ones ; per- 
haps they engrossed too much of my 
heart's affections; for alas! how many 
homes have been made desolate through 
the sin of idolatry, that inordinate love 
of the creature, so ungrateful and dis- 
honouring to God. I do not murmur at 
the Lord^s dealings with me ; I trust I 
can say, with humble and sincere submis- 
sion, * The Lord gave and the Lord 
taketh away, blessed be the nan^** of the 
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Lord \ for surely He hath a right to do 
what he will with his own. But I am left 
a lonely being in this world ; no son nor 
nephew will ever inherit my name and 
property. I am like the solitary oak 
which has heard the woodman's axe fell 
every neighbouring tree, leaving it amid 
the desolate waste to bear the howling 
winds and pelting storms alone. I do 
not wish, Uke the childless Absolom, to 
rear a pillar to perpetuate the remem- 
brance that I once lived ; but my heart 
yearns for one gentle being on whom to 
bestow my care, my thoughts, my love." 

** Oh ! sir, your alBfectionate parishion- 
ers love you as a father, and reverence, 
and respect you as their devoted pastor, 
and I am sure you dwell in the grateful 
hearts of every poor family in the neigh- 
bourhood," replied Louis. 

" True, my boy," continued the vicar, 
smiling at his young friend's warm advo- 
cacy of his flock ; " but they cannot fill 
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the void which the severance of domestic 
bonds has caused. You, my dear boy, 
possessed the next place to his parents in 
the heart of my precious Arthur. Not 
one day passed from the hour he bade you 
farewell till his death, in which he did 
not converse about you. From your lips, 
while sitting on a «unny rock in your 
own beautiful island, he first learned to 
love the Saviour; and with his dying 
lips he bade me tell you this, and love you 
as I had loved him ; and it was my in- 
tention to visit Guernsey this ensuiag 
summer, to fulfil his request and my own 
heart's desire. I knew not you were in 
this place, and vain would it be for xne 
to attempt to describe my feelings when 
first I saw you lying on that bed of sick- 
ness ; but I felt the Lord had sent you 
to be a son to me in the place of my long- 
lost Arthur, and that his oft-expressed 
wish would be ratified, that I should be 
to you as a fattiet " 
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" And I will be unto you as a son," 
replied Louis, throwing his arms round 
the neck of his adopted parent, and 
weeping aloud. 

Mrs. King begged the vicar to permit 
his newly-found son to remain with them 
till he should be completely recovered ; 
and Louis desired to do so, too, knowing 
Jerry would feel much disappointed on 
his return, if he were not with his rela- 
tives. 

At the expiration of a months the merry 
young sailor jumped from the coach, as it 
drove past his uncle's door, and grasp- 
ing both of Louis' hands, declared he 
did not expect to see him in such fine 
trim. But the laughing Jerry had only 
two days to spend with his friends, and 
he was determined to make the most of 
them. 

"What a pocketful of traps I've got 
here for you !" said Jerry, emptying them 
out on the table. 
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The first article drawn out was a crmn- 
pled letter from Louis' mother, and 
another for the good vicar, gratefully 
acknowledging his kindness, and wil- 
lingly committing her only son to his 
fatherly protection; then two from his 
affectionate sisters; beside a number of 
presents from his dear grandparents; a 
box of new clothes, with the m^uch-prized 
miniature of his beloved friend, Arthur, 
which he had been persuaded to leave at 
home, his mother fearing it might be 
broken. Next came a bag of lemon 
cakes, then a tub of figs, and a quantity 
of eating chestnuts ; and besides all this 
there were two baskets of choice foreign 
fruit, — one for the good vicar, the other, 
with several little gifts, worked by his 
twin sisters' skilful hands for Mrs. King, 
to show how much they appreciated her 
maternal care of their beloved brother 
during his severe illness. Nor was Mr. 
King forgotten; for good grand£Bither 
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Mathieu send him two pounds of the 
rery best snuff, and Blanche sent Eliza a 
piece of French satin^ to make her a 
bonnet. Serrj, too, contributed his 
quota, and displayed, with no little gal- 
lantry, a rich shawl for his aunt, and to 
the admiring Eliza a quantity of red rib- 
bon, telling her she deserved it, because 
she had been such a good nurse to his 
poor Louis. He then seated himseK by 
the fire, and commenced telling the news 
of his native island. 

"Well, Louis, your mother received 
the good vicar's letter the very day ajfter 
I gave her yours ; for our steamer was 
beating about so long against a head- 
wind, which veered round during the 
night, and drove the packet in, which 
cast anchor the following day." 

" Did uncle write to inform mother of 
my escape ? " asked Louis. 

"Oh, yes, about a week before I 
landed ; and they were all in a dreadful 
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state of alarm about you, though they 
did not believe a word of his statement, 
which made you out blacker thant^the 
Prodigal Son," replied Jerry, laughing. 

The clock struck twelve before the 
young sailor had answered all Louis' in- 
quiries, or haK related his many adven- 
tures, or informed him of the frolic he 
and Blanche played their young friends 
at the pleasant pic-nic party they joined 
to Sark. 

But Jerry's holiday could not last 
always, and the young sailor left his kind 
friends in capital spirits, declaring that 
now he knew his old Guernsey relatives 
were tight and sound, and his own Louis 
safe and happy, there wouldn't be a 
lighter-hearted fellow on board the 
" Terrible" than he. 

" Ah," Louis," said Jerry, almost ring- 
ing his hands oiff, " you Ve been tossed 
about a good deal, but you 've sailed into 
the right port at last ; for a better parson 
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than you '11 make never entered a pulpit, 
I 'U be bound, for you '11 preach from the 
heart, and practise what you recommend 
to others ; and that 's the parson a sailor 
likes" 

The noble -hearted, unselfish Jerry en- 
joyed the anticipated good fortune of his 
young friend with more glee than if it 
had been his own. 

Louis wistfully watched his friend 
waving his cap from the roof of the coach 
till he could see him no more. 

Mr. King's little household relapsed 
into its usual quiet. After the noisy, 
merry Jerry's departure, his aunt averred 
that he made her sides ache, and gave her 
such a pain in the back from making her 
laugh so immoderately ; but still she re- 
gretted his absence exceedingly, and de- 
clared herself quite willing to undergo 
the same torture when he should visit her 
again. Mr. King lay back in his chair, 
and, taking a pinch of snuff, %^^ \^ 
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opinion thus: That though his nephew 
was as fond of a harmless spree as any 
young sailor well could be, yet he was not 
an extravagant, reckless fellow, but one 
that took care of his money, and would 
one day be captain of his own ship, he had 
no doubt. Louis secretly hoped that the 
wealthy master of the marine store would 
not forget to make his favourite nephew 
a legatee under his will. 

A few days after Jerry's departure, 
Louis became an inmate of his adopted 
father's home. Mr. Darwen could not 
deprive himseK of his society for several 
months, but at the expiration of that 
time he placed him under the care of an 
excellent clerical friend, who received a 
few young gentlemen to educate prepara- 
tory to their entering the University. 
Under this learned preceptor's tuition 
Louis remained three years, frequently 
visiting his beloved father, who, at every 
returning '^acalion, ^%ft astonished and 
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gratified at the rapid progress his adopted 
son had made in every branch of learning. 

Louis had been carefully educated 
under his pains-taking relative, Mr. 
La Moutte, who was well qualified to be 
an instructor of the young, and finding 
Louis to be a boy of studious habits and 
lofty aspirations, and one who could ap- 
preciate his advantages, bestowed much 
extra attention on his education; he, 
therefore, found the course of studies re- 
quired by his tutor both easy and plea- 
sant. 

How delightful was it for the pious, 
thoughtful Louis to contemplate the 
future ! Before him lay a life of exten- 
sive usefulness. It would be his exalted 
privilege to act as an ambassador for 
Christ ; from his lips the glorious theme 
of man's redemption would be pro- 
claimed ; it was for him to bid the 
weeping penitent no longer mourn, but 
roll the burden of his guilt on " Him 
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who hath borne it on the tree," and 
washed away its crimson stains in His 
own precious blood. It would be his 
delightful labour to soothe the afflicted, 
to administer comfort to the bereaved, 
and cheer the desolate and oppressed. 
As he thought on these things, his heart 
burned with holy zeal ; he prayed mightily 
unto the Lord that if He should see fit 
to spare his life, he would make him a 
faithful shepherd, ever watching over the 
eternal interest of his flock, that when 
his work was done he might receive the 
blessed reward of, " Well done, thou good 
and faithful servant ; enter thou into the 
joy of thy Lord." 

When Louis had reached his nine- 
teenth year, Mr. Darwen, with something 
of paternal pride, introduced his studious 
protege to the learned professors of his 
own Alma Mater ; for he wished Louis to 
enter the same college in which he had 
spent his youthful days, beside the wind- 
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ing Cam. Louis passed the usual ex- 
aminations with great credit to himseK; 
while his gentle, winning manners soon 
won him many ardent friends amongst 
the good and pious young men who were 
studying at the same college with himself. 
The professors and tutors also regarded 
him with esteem, and evinced much in- 
terest in his weKare, as, from his great 
talents, they confidently predicted he 
would become one of the brightest orna- 
ments of their college. 

It was during the first week of Louis* 
long vacation, as he reclined on a sofa by 
the bay window of the vicarage, with his 
fingers thrust through his thick curls, 
evidently in deep thought, and totally 
unmindful of the peaceful scene before 
him, that Mr. Darwen, stepping softly 
behind him and placing his hand on his 
shoulder said — 

" It 's your time for repose, Louis, 
now. * Leave thy weary muse, thy leertv- 
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ing,' and walk with me in yonder pleasant 
meadow." 

Louis rose with alacrity, for he loved 
to ramble through the daisy meads and 
visit the lowly cottages of the poor with 
his revered father, for Louis always 
called him by that endearing name. 
When they reached the vicar's favourite 
seat imder a graceful ash tree, Mr. Dar- 
wen took Louis' hand, and pressing it 
affectionately, said — 

" My dear child, I Ve been very selfish. 
It 's now a long time since you saw your 
beloved mother and other dear relatives . 
and yet I could not bring my heart to 
part from you, even for a short season, 
for so great a distance ; but now I feel 
it is my imperative duty to spare you, 
and you shall go, my boy, this very 
vacation." 

'* But why need we be separated, my 
father ? Surely my people are your 
people ; and you mil be hailed by them 
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with grateful joy indeed, and everything 
which thankful, loving hearts can devise 
to render your visit a happy and pleasant 
one will be their unceasing endeavour." 

" I know it, my son," replied the vicar 
gravely ; " but this wounded heart could 
not again endure the sight of those lovely 
scenes where my precious Arthur and his 
beloved mother loved to linger, and gazed 
upon with such intense delight. No : 
they will be in my remembrance as a 
pleasant dream that is past ; and as Pro- 
vidence so kindly averted the necessity of 
my revisiting a spot painfully dear to 
my soul, by bringing you to my arms, I 
feel it would be unwise to expose my feel- 
ings to such a trial." 

Louis did not continue to urge his 
father. He felt it would be sacrilege to 
press his entreaties, when it would only 
open afresh the flood-gates of grief, which, 
alas ! were but partially closed. 

On the following morning, as Louis 
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entered the breakfast-room, he was sur- 
prised to find his good father attired in 
his visiting surtout. 

" Ah ! my dear Louis," exclaimed he ; 
" I want you to accompany me in a plea- 
sant little trip." 

" Oh, yes, my dear Mr. Darwen, that I 
will with delight. Shall we walk? it is 
such a charming morning," replied Louis, 
placing a choice bouquet of flowers, 
which he had just plucked, in his father's 
hand. 

" No, my dear boy ; it *s much too far 
for my aged limbs to manage, or even 
your young ones. It is to the residence 
of a dear and honoured friend of mine, 
the rector of a parish about twelve miles 
from this town, and who has long desired 
to see you. He is a very venerable man, 
and I feared if we deferred our visit till 
your return, he might have entered into 
his heavenly rest without his wish being 
gratified," 
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Louis soon found himseK bowling along , 
with his ajQFectionate father seated by his 
side, who frequently directed his attention 
to the beauties of the surrounding coun- 
try through which their route lay. He 
pointed to the beautiful rhododendrons 
blooming in the woods which, crown the 
southern hills and overlook the magnifi- 
cent park of Long Leet ; and as the car- 
riage slowly ascended a steep hill, Mr. 
Darwen and Louis felt their hearts glow 
with gratitude to the Supreme Giver of 
all good for His loving kindness in adorn- 
ing the earth with such surpassing beauty, 
for the express gratification of man ; for, 
though robbed of its pristine loveliness 
by the curse which has marred all crea- 
tion, enough yet remains to call forth the 
fervent* response to that declaration of 
holy writ, " God is love.'* 

" See yonder, Louis, that is my friend's 
residence, on that verdant slope," said 
Mr. Darwen. 
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'* It looks like an elysium in which the 
muses love to dwell. How heautifoUy 
that dark grove behind the mansion throws 
its long deep shades far into the smmy 
landscape, making it appear yet brighter 
from its gloomy contrast; and those green 
meadows, dipping their daisy margins 
into that clear, broad stream which mean- 
ders by their soft, rich borders ! Truly, he 
ought to be a good and happy man indeed 
who calls that paradise his home," said 
Louis. 

" He is so, my dear boy, and has lived 
among these beauties for more than fifty 
years; yet, much as he loves his plea- 
sant home, he would gladly change it for 
his heavenly one; and when he has 
ceased from his faithful labours, you, my 
dear Louis, should your life be spared, 
will be the possessor of that sylvan do- 
main ; for I purchased the living for my 
precious Arthur, who admired the old 
rectory, which he used to say stood like a 
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guardian angel watching over the lowly 
hamlets at its base/' 

Louis turned his large brilliant eyes, 
sufl&ised with tears, full upon the face of 
his benefactor, and taking his hand, 
pressed it to his lips, saying, — 

" Your goodness to me has indeed been 
that of a tender loving father to an only 
son. I cannot express the gratitude of 
my heart ; it is too great for words, and 
I know I can never repay it; but I will 
endeavour to supply the place of that 
dear, dear lost one by the same filial 
love and obedience which he would have 
manifested had he lived." 

Louis spent a happy day with the 
patriarchal rector, who conversed much 
with him on what lay nearest his heart — 
the love of God, and the salvation of 
souls. On taking leave of Louis, the 
aged pastor placed his hand on the 
youth's head, and thanked the Lord he 
had been permitted to see the young 
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sbepberd who would, after his decease, 
lead his flock to the foantain of living 
waters, bidding them eschew the impnre 
and delasive streams of error, by which 
the cunning disciples of Antichrist seek 
to delude the souls of the simple ; and he 
earnestly prayed that God would pour 
out upon him a double portion of His 
spirit, that he might be a faithful minister 
of the gospel of Jesus Christ. 

A few days after this visit, Louis bade 
adieu to his generous benefactor, and 
commenced his homeward journey. As he 
waved his hand to the venerable vicar, 
who stood watching him from his draw- 
ing-room window, he longed for that 
blissful period, when, gathered like one 
large family into the mansions of our 
heavenly Father above, there will be no 
more farewells or weeping separations, for 
" we shall go no more out for ever." 

Louis' spirits began to revive as the 
chatty pas^eiv^^et^ and new scenes en- 
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gaged his attention ; and the thought that 
soon he should see his mother, his home — 
the home of his happy childhood, and all 
the loved ones there, made the /blood 
rush to his cheeks, and mantle them 
with a crimson hue. 

The coach stopped at Bath, and Louis, 
who was both tired and hungry, gladly 
threw himself into an easy chair in one 
of the dining-rooms of the ** White Hart 
Hotel." After satisfying the cravings of 
nature with a hearty dinner, Louis took 
up the newspaper : he had read it through, 
or at least fancied he had done so, and 
was replacing it on the table, when his 
eye caught the words, " A dreadful fire 
at Wine-street, Bristol; three houses 
burnt down ;" and taking the paper again 
in his hand, he read the following an- 
nouncement : — 

" On Monday night last, a destructive 
fire broke out on the premises of Mr. 
G. Drew, chemist and spiiit dealer; it 

c c 
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was occasioned by the negligence of his 
son, who went into the warehouse with a 
lighted candle^ and let fall part of the 
snuff, which fell amongst some dry straw 
lying on the floor. The inmates were 
with great difficulty saved ; the whole of 
the three dwelling-houses, with the stock 
in trade, were entirely consumed ; we are 
happy to state that, with the exception of 
Mr. Drew's property, the whole was in- 
sured." 

Louis was deeply grieved for his uncle's 
loss, and equally so for the reckless care- 
lessness of his cousin, which had occa- 
sioned it. Louis had frequently heard 
his uncle declare, it was like throwing 
money into the dirt to pay for insuring 
one's property, when a single fire might 
not happen during his lifetime, nor ever 
would, if a master looked sharply after 
his people, as he. did ; and even after the 
first accident, with his usual obstinacy, 
he was deaf tA hi^ wife's entreaties to 
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have the premises insured : and now he 
justly suffered for his covetous folly. 
. " I will go and visit them," soid Louis 
to himself; " perhaps I could render them 
some assistance ; and, if I can do no more, 
I will tell them how much I sympathize 
in their distress." 

" It will detain you a whole day ; and 
I 'm sure they would never have done so 
for you, had you been in trouble," pleaded 
self-love. 

" But my Saviour was kind to the thank- 
less, and did good to those who evilly 
entreated him ; and I wish to follow his 
lovely example," soliloquized Louis, as he 
rang the bell to inquire what hour the 
Bristol coach would start. 

Li a short time Louis was dashing 
along the road. What strange feelings 
possessed the mind of the young col- 
legian, as he entered that ancient city for 
the second time ! More than six years 
before, he had trod its streets a wee^in^. 
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friendless boy, his heart wrung with grief, 
and no gentle voice soothed his sorrow, 
nor sought to cheer the lonely stranger. 
Louis shuddered as he thought of those 
two years of bitter bondage ; how vividly 
did his imagination recall to his recollec- 
tion the midnight hour, when he flew, 
^* like a bird escaped from the hand of 
the fowler," from his uncle's house. All 
his subsequent toils, trials, and dangers 
passed in quick but distinct array before 
his mental vision ; he clasped his hands, 
and raised his eyes to heaven, and thanked 
his God for every one of them ; for well 
he knew, while passing through the fiery 
ordeal, he had been sustained and con- 
soled by the spirit of his ever-watchful 
Saviour, and that his soul had prospered 
and been in health, while the world 
frowned coldly on him. 

As the coach did not reach Bristol till 
the evening was far advanced, Louis did 
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liot visit his uncl^ that night. It was a 
considerable time before he could dis- 
cover his new residence ; at length he 
fonnd they had removed to a small shop 
in one of the back streets of the city. 

When Louis entered the little shop, his 
uncle did not recognize in the tall and 
graceful Cambridge student the terrified 
lad who escaped from his cruel blows and 
threats four years before ; so he politely 
requested to know his pleasure. Louis 
instantly extended his hand to his uncle, 
saying— 

^'My name is Louis Mathieu; have 
you forgotten me so soon ? .1 accident- 
ally read in the newspaper, yesterday, of 
the severe loss you had sustained, and 
came here to know if I could render you 
any assistance." 

"To see the nakedness of the land — that 
brought you here, and nothing else ; for 
I expect you wouldn't fancy taking off 

c c 2 
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those fine clothes and domg the work 
you used to," replied the uncle, with a 
bitter, sardonic sneer. 

" You judge me wrongfully," rejoined 
Louis, mildly. "I am on my route to 
visit my friends for a time, and should 
have grieved to leave this country without 
expressing my deep regret at your mis- 
fortunes." 

•* Well ! all I Ve got to-say," replied the 
uncle, gruflSy, " is, that money must be 
more plentiful with you than it is with 
me, if you can afford to throw it away in 
travelling here only for that;" and he 
turned on his heel, and went in. 

Louis was leaving the shop, when John 
entered. 

" Well, cousin John," said Louis, in a 
cheerful tone, " I hope you have not for- 
gotten me, too ? " 

John started, as if stung by a scorpion, 
and blushed deeply. 

" How aremywmt, and cousins ?" con- 
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tinned Louis. *' I should like to see 
them." 

John muttered a reluctant invitation to 
enter the little back parlour, in which were 
seated Mrs. Drew and her three untidy 
daughters, with their hair in long curl- 
papers, and their shoulders out of their 
frocks. When Mrs. Drew saw Louis, she 
began crying ; and, bidding him be seated^ 
commenced telling all her troubles. She 
upbraided her son, in terms which no 
mother ought ever to employ, for the loss 
of their property; informing him that 
John had gone to the wareroom to pro- 
cure some cigars, which he intended to 
sell without the knowledge or consent of 
his father. — Though she declared that, 
without that disaster, her husband would 
soon have ruined them ; for he had long 
spent his evenings at an inn, and seldom 
returned home without being intoxicated. 

Sin had indeed brought its own punish- 
ment on this miserable family. The 
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parents spent their days in recriminating 
each other for grievous faults^ in which 
both were to blame; their ungrateful child- 
ren were insolent, disobedient, and unman- 
ageable ; they followed their parents' ex- 
ample^ and did little else than wrangle 
and sulk with each other. Thus the ill- 
gotten gains which the misguided man 
had trusted in, had, by his own vice and 
folly, taken to itself '^ wings and flown 
away." 

Louis' tender heart bled for his 
wretched relatives ; and judging from ex- 
ternal appearances, and from what his 
aunt had acquainted him with^ that 
poverty was one of the evils with which 
they had to contend, he secretly placed 
a ten-pound note in her hand, but would 
not permit his uncle to be cognizant of 
it, lest it should wound his pride; for 
Louis would not knowingly inflict pain. 
It would have caused him deep regret 
had he, however unconsciously, mortified 
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the feelings of his uncle; and Louis 
sought by every means in his power to 
cheer and comfort his distressed rela- 
tives. 

On taking leave of them, he kindly 
inquired for the true-hearted Susan, and 
John volunteered to conduct him to her 
master's house. On the way thither, 
John complained bitterly of his father, 
averring that he treated him harshly, and 
made him work like a slave ; and that he 
often felt so miserable, he was a&aid he 
should one day throw himself into the 
Severn : but he dwelt with the greatest 
vehemence on his father's injustice in 
not allowing him any pocket-money. 
Louis pitied the unhappy young man, 
and when they separated he dropped two 
sovereigns in his hand, bidding him bear 
patiently with his parents' infirmities, 
and endeavour to alleviate their sorrows 
by his dutiful conduct. 

" For surely," said Louis, kindly, "you 
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would not wish them to suffer more than 
they abready have on your account. You 
are young, strong, and healthy ; try, by 
your industry and future prudence, to re- 
store prosperity to your drooping family, 
and obliterate the past by strenuous exer- 
tions to promote their happiness.'* 

But John only shook his head de- 
spondingly, though, as the money clinked 
into his pocket a blush of shame dark- 
ened his sallow cheeks. 

^^ Louis/' said he, in a husky, hesitating 
voice, " I behaved worse than any slave- 
driver to you when you lived with us, and 
I own father would not have treated you 
so shamefully as he did, if I had not told 
lies about you and set him on." 

"Never mind, John," replied Louis, 
interrupting him, and taking his hand in 
his, and pressing it cordially ; " I have 
forgotten as well as forgiven all that long 
ago. But I want you, John, to change 
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masters; you have been serving Satan 
many years, and found him a hard tyrant^ 
— do you now enlist under the banner of 
Christ; you will find his *yoke easy, 
and his burden light ;* you will then have 
much real enjoyment even in this worlds 
and an eternity of never-ending happiness 
hereafter." 

John returned the pressure of his 
cousin's hand, and brushed away a falling 
tear as he replied — 

" Ah, Louis, I wish I were but half as 
good as you are,*' and returned slowly to 
his miserable home. 

Susan happened to be cleaning the 
windows of her master's house just as 
Louis rapped at the door ; and^ though 
none of his relatives knew him^ Susan's 
clear^ sparkling eyes didn't deceive her. 

"Ah, master Louis, I know'd 'twas 
you, the first moment I clapped eyes on 
ye," said the good-tempered Susan, 
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almost crying with joy. " Come in, do, 
sir ; master be out, and if he wasn't, he *d 
be right glad to see such as you." 

" Well, Susan, how well you are look- 
ing! I never saw you with such rosy 
cheeks before," replied Louis. 

" And no wonder, sir ; I should like to 
see the man, woman, or child, who could 
ever look clean down that dark den of a 
kitchen in Wine-street. There, Master 
Louis, I declare it turns me sick like 
when I thinks of that night you run'd 
away." 

" I hope, Susan, you were not a suf- 
ferer from it ; were you ? " inquired 
Louis. 

" No, indeed, sir ; you couldn't have 
done a better thing for me, if you had 
tried ever so ; for if it hadn't been for 
you, I might have been slaving there till 
that fire broke out the other week, and 
then I should have lost everything I Ve 
got in the world " 



OR, THE GUERNSEY LAD. 301 

"Did you leave your situation soon 
after I left, Susan?" asked Louis. 

" eTust one month, sir. You remembers, 
I wasn't in the kitchen when you popped 
off; but master was like one mad, and 
declared I 'd had a hand in your escape ; 
and oh, sir, the fearful words he used 
when he found you were clean gone 
makes I shudder to think on 'em. And 
as to Master John, he vowed he 'd fetch a 
policeman to take I to prison, because I 
wouldn't tell where you were hiding. 
And master said, over and over again; 
that he would as soon lose a hundred a- 
year as you. Master Louis ; for he owned 
he 'd never in all his life had an appren- 
tice who did half as much work, or kept 
things together like you; and he told 
Master John to his face that he could 
trust his cousin Louis with untold gold, 
but he couldn't his own son." 

" Did uncle take much trouble to search 
after me?" asked Louis, smiling. 
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'' I believe he did, indeed, sir ; no pack 
of hounds ever scoured the ground after 
a hare better than master did for you, 
sir; and he was in a terrible tantrim 
when he found 'twas no use to search 
longer. I never heard, sir, how you 
managed to elude him ; but I always said 
the Lord would deliver his own lamb out 
of the paw of the bear; and He's done 
it," said Susan, rubbing her fat red arms 
witii much satisfaction. 

Louis related the whole of his provi- 
dential escape, and every incident of in- 
terest which had occurred to him since he 
last saw her. Susan listened with open 
mouth and extended eyes, drinking in 
every word, and frequently interrupting 
him with laconic ejaculations, or pithy 
comments, as the case might be. At 
length, having finished his own narrative, 
he said, smiling — 

'* My cousin Ann informed me, SusaD, 
that you were asked ^A^-jovir parish church 
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for the third time on Sunday last, to one 
James Taylor. Is it true ?" 

"Well, sir," said Susan, blushing as 
red as her arms, and holding her head 
very low, " I be going to get married next 
week. James and I have kept company 
these two years ; and as he says 't is no 
use dawdling on any longer. He 's got a 
good place, and he 's a sober, industrious 
man ; so what should hinder us ? I think, 
Master Louis, if you had know'd him, 
you 'd very much approve of my James," 
replied Susan, in a self-congratulatory 
tone. 

" I most sincerely rejoice at the pro- 
spect of your increased happiness, Susan, 
and have purchased this Bible, which, for 
my sake, I hope you will keep as a heir- 
loom for your family — in which, I trust, 
the incense of morning and evening prayer 
will continually ascend." 

" Oh, sir, I never saw such a big, beau- 
tiful book in all my life ; and you to lug 
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this up here, too, and such a heft as it is I " 
said Susan, lifting it up. '^ Oh, sir, you be 
too good. What will my James say when 
he sees it ! " 

Louis bade the warm-hearted Susan 
good-bye, with many wishes for her 
future happiness ; and the kind, feeling 
woman's eyes swam over with tears as 
she watched the handsome youth till he 
disappeared round a comer of the street. 

There was one more spot which Louis 
visited; it was the lonely and neglected 
grave of the once proud and courtly 
Clarence. It was in one comer of an 
over-crowded churchyard, and so hemmed 
in by other graves, as if they begrudged 
the weary wanderer this narrow resting- 
place. No prying eye was near to witness 
the grief of his only Mend, as Louis 
knelt beside the grassy mound ; the winds 
sighed moumfully through the tall, high 
grass, as though they tolled a perpetual 
jcnell for thelo^t ^oidof him whose moul- 
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dering clay lay beneath the sod. Louis 
prayed fervently that the downward course 
of his poor Mend might prove a warning 
beacon to deter him from the paths of 
vice and error; and that from henceforth, 
trusting not in his own strength, but by 
humble faith leaning on One who is able 
to save, he might lift up his voice like a 
trumpet to warn his fellow-man against 
the deadly sin of intemperance, which 
had proved so fettal to his friend. 

The shades of evening were gathered 
over the gay town of Southampton, hiding 
the romantic beauty of its surrounding 
scenery from his view, as Louis entered 
it ; but not one wish had he to remain 
amid its boasted loveliness even for an 
hour. His watchword was, " Home ! 
home I " He trod the pier with an im- 
patient step, and thought the bell would 
never ring which announces the departure 
of the Guernsey-bound steamer. 

The moon shone clear and full upon 
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the dancing waves as the busy " Atalanta*' 
plied its onward coarse ; the home-sick 
collegian watched the receding shores of 
the land of his adoption with mingled 
feelings of joy and sorrow. He was leav- 
ing one whom he loved as a father, and 
who well deserved his sincere affection ; 
and over yon broad waters he knew were 
hearts which nature's own strong ties had 
bound him to with the holy chain of love, 
which nought but death should sever. 
Louis wrapped himself in his cloak and 
paced the deck, anxiously watching to 
catch the first glimpse of the distant 
Needles. Stronger and stronger grew the 
intense desire to feel his gentle mother's 
arm thrown around his neck — to see 
those sweet, soft eyes beam on him as 
they used to do, as when a laughing, 
joyous child he played at her feet. He 
almost felt the hand of his aged grand- 
father resting on his head, and his dear 
old grandmotti^T -^^^xm^ into his face 
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through her spectacles. Then, those 
lovely sisters — how had he dreamed of 
them bj day as well as night! and every 
wave which beat against the home-bound 
vessel wafted him nearer to the realization 
of these long-anticipated joys. 

But, overcome with fatigue, Louis at 
length sought rest in his berth ; and when 
again he opened his eyes, it was with rap- 
turous delight to catch the first sight of 
his own green island, sleeping in the 
calm su^iUght of that early summer mom. 
Yes ; there stood Corf Castle^ just as he 
had left it, a faithful sentinel which had 
never left its post of duty for an hour. 
How homelike did the sailors' encouraging 
''Ho, hoy! ho, hoyl'* sound in his ears; 
the harbour seemed full of vessels, and 
Louis' eyes wandered along the beach, 
as if he feared that the picturesque Castle 
Cary, or his good Mr. Darwen's old abode, 
the Marine Hotel on the Esplanade, or 
some other dear familiar object, should 
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have been washed away during his ab- 
sence. 

Louis was the first passenger who en- 
tered the boat, to be rowed on shore^ and 
the first to step his foot upon the pier. 
As he stopped a moment to place his hand 
on his hearty in a Tain attempt to still its 
flutterings, he observed a small but well- 
built schooner, very gaily painted, with a 
brilliant flag floating at the mast-head, and 
bearing the cheerful cognomen of '^ The 
Jolly Tar;" but what had he to do 
with ships? — he lingered not another 
second. 

Louis was a quick walker, and never, 
never hadhe trodden the well-remembered 
road so swiftly before. He knew his 
friends were in uncertainty as to the day 
of his arrival ; for, fearing some unfore- 
seen circumstance might occur to prevent 
his visit, therefore he desired them not to 
anticipate his arrival; for he had no doubt 
ie should receive ^ Vvetvity welcome, and 
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it would occasion less anxiety if he came 
without a preparatory notice. 

The school-house was the first to greet 
our Louis as an old friend, and he paused 
a few moments to look at the pleasant 
playground, in which he had spent so 
many merry hours; but the doors were 
closed, for it was far too early for the 
most studious lad to make his appear- 
ance. 

Louis was just passing an orchard, 
when a well-remembered voice sounded 
in his ears ; but the language was such as 
made him tremble; and, looking over 
the hedge, there stood Sebastien Dupr6, 
beating his half-starved donkey for not 
performing the work of a horse. He 
looked much .older than he really was ; 
his evil, unsubdued passions were legible 
in every feature of his ugly face. His 
father had died some years before ; so he 
inherited his property, and was rich, but 
not happy. His wicked, revengeful^ and 
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unforgiving temper made him think ill of 
every one, and robbed him of that plea- 
sant intercom*se with his neighbomrs, 
which the good and eheerfiil so much 
delight in. His miserable, suspicions, 
repining disposition made him more an 
object of pity than the poorest man in 
the island. 

Soon Louis passed down the narrow 
lane, and across the little meadow. The 
first to welcome him to his own dear 
home was Smuggler, who was sitting in 
the porch ; he was very old, and blind 
with one eye, yet he knew his young 
master in an instant. The faithful crea- 
ture fondled and licked his hand, and, in 
every way he could devise, strove to show 
how pleased he was to see him. The 
door was partially open, and Louis, 
placing his hand on the lock, was about 
to enter, when the voice of his aged 
grandfather, offering up their early peti- 
tion^ sounded m lo^ ^^t^. 
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How Louis listened to that fervent 
prayer, in which he was so lovingly 
remembered! It seemed as if the inter- 
vening years had never been, and that he 
was again the simple, light-hearted boy, 
who had never left his home. 

As Louis entered the kitchen, his 
mother's eyes rested on her long-absent 
son; grown, indeed, he was, but no ex- 
ternal difference could deceive her. Oh, 
with what rapture did she fold him in her 
arms! and soon he felt the pressure of his 
good grandfather's hand on his head, 
blessing him as he was wont to do. And 
how his granny wiped her spectacles, that 
she might see him the clearer; while his 
twin sisters almost smothered him with 
kisses, though they wondered much how 
their own Louis ever could have grown 
so tall. 

When seated round the breakfast 
table, Louis declared he had never tasted 
anything so sweet as the nice cake ki^ 
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sister Rose had made, nor ever drank so 
refreshing a cup of tea as his grand- 
mother's. While partaking of his break- 
fast, Biter came into the kitchen, and 
immediately leaping on his master's shoul- 
der, began displaying his constant love by 
every imaginable trick he was master of; 
and Polly, too, though on other days she 
would only talk when the sun was very 
hot, began chattering, as if to remind 
Louis she was still in the land of the 
living. 

After breakfast he, with his mother and 
the rest of the family, went round the 
garden, visiting every spot endeared to 
him by the happy hours he had spent 
there in the sunny days of childhood. But 
a great and unexpected pleasure was 
awaiting him; for who should he see 
running across the meadow, but Jerry, 
his own merry Jerry. 

" Well, my dear fellow, to what friendly 
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gale are we indebted for this visit?** asked 
Louis, taking Jerry's hand. 

" I came ashore last week. . But you 
really look like a parson already, with 
those black clothes on,'* replied Jerry, 
eyeing his friend from head to foot. 

" We will rest ourselves in the arbour 
now, and then, Jerry, you must tell me 
how you *ve fared since I saw you last,'' 
replied Louis. 

The young sailor hitched up his trou- 
sers, and then began to spin his yam. 

" Well, Louis, I think it 's time for a 
chap of my age to heave up the anchor 
and set afloat for himself; so I hinted as 
much to Uncle King, though I never 
asked him for anything. But he under- 
stood my meaning ; and the next letter I 
received from him, he told me there was 
d6800 waiting for me at his banker's, which 
I might do as I pleased with; and if ever 
I wanted a friend to give me a shove, he 
would be the one to do it." 
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"And so you are quite rich, Jerry. 
But how do you intend spending the 
money?" asked Louis. 

" Oh ! a good part of it is gone ahready, 
for I've bought the tightest, prettiest 
little craft you ever saw, and have had her 
newly painted, and Blanche christened 
her the other day. She *s called ' The 
Jolly Tar,* " said merry Jerry, giving one 
of his old jigs on his seat. 

A short time after, when Louis was 
left alone with his Mend, Jerry said he 
had a secret to tell him ; so, with a good 
many blushes, he whispered into Louis* 
ear that he intended to marry Blanche 
when he returned from his first cruise ; 
but her mother said she was too young 
yet. " And then, Louis, you must come 
over and marry us in our dear old parish 
church ; and a more lovely bride than my 
Blanche will be never entered its doors," 
said Jerry, his cheeks glowing as he anti- 
cipated the nup\.\«JL Assj. 
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Louis' return was soon reported ; and 
among his first visitors was his kind old 
Aunt Margery, and her snu% maid 
Jeanne. The venerable lady could do 
nothing but raise her hands and express 
her astonishment at the great height of 
her nephew. In the evening, after his 
school duties^werc; over, Mr. La Moutte 
entered the kitchen ; his face looked as 
large and good-tempered as ever. Louis 
soon saw that old Father Care had not 
blanched his red locks, nor diminished 
the bulkiness of his person. 

" Ah ! Mr. La Moutte, how much have I 
to thank you for ! " said Louis, as he led 
his former tutor to a seat ; adding, " If it 
had not been for your self-denying labour, 
and the patient care you bestowed on my 
education,*I should never have passed my 
examination with such ^clat; nor could 
I hope, as confidently as I now do, to 
gather the highest honours it is in the 
power of my Alma Mater to \i^^\»o^ T ^ 
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" Call it not labour, my dear boy ; it 
was a delightful recreation to impart 
knowledge to so obedient and talented a 
pupU; and the pleasure I derive from 
knowing my instructions have been bene- 
ficial to you, gives me greater joy than I 
can express," replied the schoolmaster, 
with much energy. 

" It shows the truth of that text, Mr. La 
Moutte,'* rejoined [the old grandmother, 
" ^ Cast thy bread upon the waters, and it 
shall be found after many days.' " 

" Yes, dear grandmother," replied Louis ; 
''and how our little kindnesses to the 
unknown stranger, who sojourned for a 
time in our island, were repaid a hundred- 
fold ; for he succoured me in my affliction, 
and has proved a 'father to the fatherless,' 
and a protector to the oppressed." 

"He has, indeed, my child; and I 
thank God that He has forgiven my mur- 
murings, and not permitted my sins to 
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withhold good from us," replied the dame, 
wiping her eyes. 

The next day was the peaceful Sabbath,, 
and in the evening they all sat in the 
pleasant arbour under the old yew-tree, 
. and sang their hymns — Jerry's sonorous 
voice sounding louder than the rest ; and 
he held within his own the hand of the 
gentle Blanche. Happy sisters! possessed 
of such a loving friend and such a tender 
brother ; and thrice happy mother 1 blessed 
with such a son, whose overflowing love 
sought to obliterate every trace of sorrow 
from her widowed heart, and by his du- 
tiful and affectionate behaviour to win 
back the cheerful smile which she once 
thought never would return. 

Thus, in the heavenly attempt to scatter 
joy and happiness amongst all those with 
whom he mingled, did Louis spend two 
happy months with his family, and then 
the pious and excellent youth returned 
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to the home of his adopted father, whose 
joy was great, indeed, when the young 
student returned from Cambridge with a 
senior wrangler's degree. Many years of 
sweet domestic quiet did the good Mr. 
Darwen enjoy in the bosom of the amiable . 
Louis' family ; and often might the 
youthful Sector be seen guiding the 
feeble steps of his beloved benefactor. 



THE END. 
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